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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


“The Diverted Village” is a holiday book, 
written during a holiday, and in a holiday 
mood ; and I am told that so unpretending a 
title-page would be overweighted by the ap- 
pearance upon it of three names, representing 
two authors and one artist. For this reason 
only, the name of one of the collaborators has 
been at the last moment omitted ; but the wise 
reader will no doubt be shrewd enough to 
discover for himself that here is the work of 
two people, writing together under light-hearted 
conditions. 


G. R, 






THE DIVEllTED VILLAGE 


CHAPTER 1 


WHY EVE BLUSHED 


* HERE never was a garden like ours, and 
there never will be again. We did not 
i^dtv much about gardens or gardeniftg ; but 
^ saw it, we ^UstwT^tliat'^, vSve’ 


J‘**^here was nothing origir»al about the site of 
j^the garden or the shape of the garden. It was 
',;,,the j^tate of thfe’ garden that was sto tymijquej and 
the effect that it had on the adjacent village# 

We had anticipated it as a thing of delight, 
hut the village (and a village has a <^ss|erw;^ 
just as a country has one) had long looked 
upon it with a sense of edification, mingled 
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possession of Eve’s legacy; the recollection 
of town cares and responsibilities ivas still upon 
the road with us, as our three carriage-loads 
drew nearer to the village of Leysham. 

As Eve and I listened to the sound of the 
■tVheelsi and saw the clouds of June dust raised 
by our passage, the migration appeared to us as 
monstrous and formidable as any tre|i}4ng in 
history, Dutch or Israelitish. 

It was not so much the human bulk; of our 
convoy as its p rodigious vitality which alarmed 
us and seemed to threaten the balance of that 
awful rule that Eve and I felt to be ours by 
divine right. 

For weeks past we had been speculating oh 
the new field for energy that Aunt' Agnes's 
cottage would provide. Now, as we looked at 
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Sion of f rench shrieKS inienaca lo ise repressing. 
The equipage that brouglit up the rear lo{)kea 
like a moving ark. Two female forms were 
wedged in the intersticss of the baggage, and 
from it came a melancholy piping like that of a 
fiend hid in a cloud. 

In this state we rounded a corner. 

“Leysham vilUge, ma'am,” said fhc driver, 

pointing with his whip. 

It may have been only faftcy, but it certainly 
seemed to me that Eve here assumed a more 
^majestic port. 

in a very few minutes we Bad turned in at the 
gate of an eratyrald-green drive that a st|.etch 
ojF healthydooking meadow overlap ped. As we 
approached the i vy-covered house, We saw in 
the background , a wondrous rank of pale yellow 
' blossoms against a pa|hedc saffron sky. 

Ever since reOeiving the news of her legacy 
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5 


Eve had been given to talking about Aunt 
Agnes and her family and roses, and so on — all 
which things I received with a humbled mind. 

Now, as these were blossoms which I at least 
did not remember to have seen before, I turned 
to Eve. 

“I suppose,” I said respectfully, “those are 
s^siregms?” 

“No,” answered Eve severely; “those, I 
imagine, are c ab b age blossoms." 

For once I was prudent and looked away, but 
not so quickly as to avoid seeing a dilatation 
of crimson on the c he ek of Eve . 
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of her peculiarities. Like Gideon’s fleece, hef 
hands and her very Jong wrists were for ever 



being wetted and dried unexpectedly. It was 
extraordinary to us how her hands as hands 
could survive such treatment. Anyone would 


f- 

' 
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have thought that they ought to have iK-en 
worn away long ago. But they seemed only 
t£j«¥rkhjhe,niqre; for so soon as she had 
curtseyed all round the hall she insisu-d on 
shaking hands with us, her face beaming with 

good humour, her large blacLijmilM dhed 

y :OiW eye» . ■ ■ 

Eve was delighted. She said it seemed like 
a real welco.ne home, and that she remembered 
Mrs. Turt quite well from twenty ye;ir.s ago, 

and that she believed it was the very .same 
b onn et. 

Mrs. Turt was an orilerlj soul. Unfortunately 
she had a crqolcfid eye. The fir.sl thing we 
noticed when we had got into the hall w.-t.s 
that all the pictures were hung askew. But 
everything was as neat a.s possible and perfectly 
shone with cleanliness, 

Mrs. Turt took us at once upstairs and down. 
We soon found that she was afflicted with an 
JiJlSJaiiittent nod. About every fourth sentence 
her head went suddenly to one side with a jerk. 
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This alarmed us at first, but when we liad once 
thoroughly got to know Mrs. Turt we would 
not have had her different. 

As we went through the rooms— and there 
was a blue room and a green room and a red 
room — we discovered that they were all so many 
successive shrines to Mrs. Turt. She was an 
old servant of Aunt Agnes, and plainly identi- 
fied herself with every mos t obso lete object 
in the house. She had dusted them all in her 
youth and intended to go on dusting them 
tvhile she had breath. From the ^ilt bows that 
athyrned every prominence of the drawing-room 
furniture and that looked like a golden Cupid's 
cravats, to the sacred pictures extwuted in Berlin 
wool that hung on the landing upstairs, ev<‘ry. 
thing was to her not only delightful in itself, 
but memorial as well. Later on, we were to 
lijid the inconvenience of this attitude ; every 
alteration and improvement that Eve and I were 
to make was made in mortal fear of what 
Mrs. Turt would think. 
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When we had been alJ over the house, we 
paused for a minute on the top lantiing, a 
pleasant place with its polished floor, witle. 
window, and low window-seat. From the win- 
dow could be seen ^immense extent .of ^^(JrfoIk 
landscape, large fields stretching awa)', line 
upon line, into a mere vague distant flatness, 
out of which rose a number of church towers. 
Above was an enormous sky, wide and high, 
with a bed of clouds, very broken and of a 
brilliant white; “like a crowd of angels 
tumbling together," said Penelope at once. 

Below was the garden-a contrast, in its wild 
disarray, with the prim state and dignity of the 
house within. 

“How is it, Mrs. Turt,"said Eve, “that the 
garden is in this state?" 

Mrs. Turt stood nursing her elbtiws, a look 
of significance on her face. She always talked 
as if her mouth was full of brown paper ; and 

what she said can very well go into the next 

chapter. 




rilAPTEIl III 


"H 


THE REST OF THE LEGACY 

OW is it, Mrs. Turt,” said Eve, “that 
the garden has come to be in this 

state?” 

Mrs. Turt's head jerked, and her bonnet 
went about. She turned her shoulder to the 
window, hugged her elbows tighter than ever, 
and speaking in her peculiar way with the back 
of her nose— 

“ I cawn't abear to look at it,” she said. “ I 
never do talk, ma’am, and never will, and what 
go on out o’ doors is no concern of mine. But 
with all that lumber under my very nu.se, 1 
might as tvell make believe to take no notice 
of the day of judgment. And as for them 
people in the village . . . ! ” 

II 
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Mrs. Turt was a Dertfordshirt' woman. Sim 
had married a Ley.sham man : maid and matron, 
she had lived in Leysham fifty years ; but fifty 
years is a mere bagatelle in pure rustic tradi- 
tion, and Mrs. Turt still talked of “them 
people in the village.” 

Mrs. Turt took a good breath and then went 
on again. She talked at a great rate, and with 
very little trouble to herself, if not to her 
hearers, as most of her consonants were left 
out. 

“I cawn't abear to think of it, and 1 never 
do talk, ma’am ; but such goings-on as has 
been seen with that there Tnmmus Matt and 
them people in the village wcmld draw lan- 
guage from a stone wall. I beg your pardon, 
sir. Well, as I mts savin', this is how it canu* 
to be. Oh dare, oh dare, 1 cawn’t abear to 
think of it. Five weeks it were before Jtliss 
Armstrong went away, never to return no 
more. ‘Tummus Matt,’ said she, incautious- 
like, ‘that s^lery-ls not ’arthed up; no, not 



i:”;’ ’ 
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more and no less.’ ‘Tunimu.s Matt,’ say my 
poor lady; but there,” said Mrs. Turt, putlin;^^ 
her iipron to her eyes, “1 rawn’t abear to he 
speakin’ her words after her, now she’s ;4om*. 
Anyhow, speak she did, round and sober, as 
she was used. And Tummus, he were striii'k 
dumb. And Miss Armstrongf, she turn herself 
about, and back into the house w ith lier. And 
Tummus Matt, he do declare, the silly old man, 
that that very minute his heart bruk. He left 
his spade into the ’arth, and home he went, 
saying he would never work more for Miss 
Arnustrong. And no more he did. And there 
you can see that very spade in the tool-house 
now ; there have a many been to look at it. 
And Tummus Matt, he have suffered terrible 
in his mind. And in the airly mornin' he have 
been seen to come about, and look to the roses. 
He fair dote upon roses, do Tummus Matt. 
And nobody in the village do dare to take up 
his job; and Tummus Matt, he will nut say 
whether he wall work for yous or no, and 
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there’s nobody that do know, for he do keep his 
mind to hisself." 

While our attention hung upon the narrative 
of Mrs. Turt, our dismayed eyes wore busily 
scanning the scene of this episode from the 
open window. 

The garden was one whose intention assorted 
very ill with so ragged a disorder. It was 
strictly formal in design, and planned to carry 
out the lines of the house, which was set down 
square in its midst, like one of Miss Kate 
Greenaway’s Queen Annetique cottages. 

Figure to yourselves, you who have heard 
of forma! gardening, the double-trellised fence 
(called by Aunt Agnes a pergola), designed to 
keep the roses from the cabbage.s ; the lawn 
and the shrubberies ; the straight paths ; the 
mathematical rhyme, if 1 may so express it, 
preserved between the flower-beds — a round 
one echoed and repeated by a round one, a 
square by a square. 

The whole garden sloped by an almost im- 
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perceptible Norfolk gradient to I he road, where 
a wild, quickset hedge, with a gap or two in 
its lower rim, sc^rved as a screen to the passing 
village. 

There was a lawn that had hi-en used for 
croquet. But the crop of meadow grass upon 
it was full three feet high, and a mole had 
made his main run in the hither end. Tiie 
lawn and the shrubberies were on the right 
side of the house; the rosary was before^ the 
door. The kitchen garden was on tltc left of 
the house, and made a disposition of it, self 
towards the rear, where it encountered ilie 
stable-yard. 

Into this neat design Nature had now 
entered, and in gardens, as in cities, Nature 
is an anarchist. The house was smothered 
in ivy and long-legged, unhappy roses. In 
the borders pansies, the tallest ever seen, with 
small, starved faces, struggled to look over 
the shoulders of trees of groundsel. Brilliant 
poppies, large and small, flourished all over 
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the gravel walks, and pretty well everywhere. 
Shrubs and hedges were run so wild that the 
distant, well-kept fields, and the whole prim 
Norfolk landscape, appeared garden -like by 
contrast. 

The rest of the scenery consisted in the sea, 
whose long blue line was visible from the lawn. 



Although it was almost a mile from the garden 
gate, the noise of it could conveniently be 
heard from the house — a formidable rum- 
bling— twice a day at high tide, and the 
effects of it were everywhere to be seen in 
the price of vegetables and the native com- 
plexion. 
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In my description of the legacy 1 must not 
leave out the wind, which had accomjjanied us 
upon the road, careered through every room in 
the house, and finally emerged upon the lawn, 
ready for anything. 

Thi.s kind of wind is peculiar to Xorfoik. 
We never really appreciated its pi.-cuJiarities 
until we went to church, 'riiere we soon 
observed that the Norfolk wind can contrive 
to blow a gale during the psalm.s, fall into a 
dead calm for second lesstm, .shift four points 
of the compass in the course of the Litany, 
and finally blow a hurricane from the oppo.site 
quarter during the sermon. In consequence 
the trees of the neighbourhood h.ive an un- 
commonly tortured look. 'fheir foliage is 
always dishevelled, and, like Liil’s wife, they 
are always staring in one direction. 

Eve is anxious that I should include the 
Norfolk skies in my description of the scenery. 
She tells me they have breadth, light, colour, 
and movement. But all that was invented 
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years ago by the painters of the Norfolk 
Broads. And so far as I am a judge, the 
Norfolk skies have simply been indefinitely 
reproducing their pictures ever since. 


OS 



CHAPTER IV 

MIKE, PENELOPE, POLYPHEMUS, lA'K, 
AND I 

A PENSIVE interest was lent to our retreat 
into the country by Eve’s concern for the 
state of Mike’s health. We are very proud of 
Mike. He is one of those children who — 
although like other boys he may have his 
hideous moments — are unsurpassed in what we 
may call deportment ; and 1 defy any parent to 
produce a child with a more startling voca- 
bulary. It was Mike who in hi.s infancy 
invented tlie hedge -egg and the woodtni 
cuckoo. It was Mike who early wondered how 
the wasp managed to hold on to his stomach. 
It was Mike who invented the paper-bird who 
came every evening out of the nursery cupboard 
to eat paper and look sadly out of window. 
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Eve believes firmly, and I agree in this, that 
Aunt Agnes’s legacy is a consequence of Mike's 
appearance in miniature, enclosed in a letter 
which spoke of his beautiful golden hair. 
(N.B. — Aunt Agnes was always noted for her 
extraordinary resemblance to Queen Elizabeth.) 
Thus we considered it a touching coincidence 
that Mike should be conducted thither, the 
victim of his own vocabulary. 

It was when Mike had completed his ninth year 
that he first began to drop into five syllables. 
I used to want to cuff him, but Eve always said, 
“ Let him alone, poor boy. He is only gelling 
used to the language. Once he knows a word, 
he always drops it. It's the same thing that 
makes him want to hang head downward frttni 
every fence-railing he comes across.” For some 
time I patiently endured hearing ancitml ami 
forgotten particles of the English language 
served up in a hash every morning at breakfast. 
But it was quite another thing when Mike 
announced that his “constitution” was a “faded 


22 
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rag.” Eve was seriously concerned when on her 
inviting him to partake of a baked egg he 
replied : “ I have a superstitious horror of eggs 
cooked in that manner. I will never be a con- 
tributor to such a beastly dish.” And when 
one warm spring day Mike refused his dinner, 
remarking serenely, “The sun is an uproarious 
thief; he has stolen my blessed appetite,” Eve 
sent on the spot for Dr. Kilmanschild, who 
recommended no lessons and out of doors. 

As this verdict coincided with the legacy in 
a remarkable way, and also with a little dis- 
appointment of my own, of which I hope to 
say more later on, we felt that the finger of 
fate had quite clearly pointed our way. Mike’s 
books were forcibly removed from him ; he 
was bidden to use word.s of one syllable only ; 
he was presented with a new cricket bat, a 
fishing rod, and a pair of boxing gloves ; to 
the openly expressed satisfaction of Penelope, 
who had been made to feel her inferiority in 
the matter of language. 
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'..-i ■, 'A". 

As for Penelope, she is a bdrn brat. A 
tolerably good-looking brat, if you will, with 
meek needle-and-thread interludes that fortu- 
nately impose upon her relatives, but still a 



brat. It was Penelope who found out a new 
method of stripping wall-paper from the walls, 
ue. by wetting the paper first with a soaped 
sponge before proceeding to remove the integu- 
ment with the aid of a tooth-brush. It was 
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Penelope who sampled the jam-pots in the 
larder when we were all at church with the 
same corkscrew. But for all that the child has, 

■ as I said before, her interludes. The Pentfiope 
who reads and thinks, who looks for angels in 
the clouds, and remarks on how many gToat 
things her little eye can gather in, is not the 
same as the Penelope who eats like an ostrich, 
and rages like a Turk, and peppers made- 
moiselle’s bread-and-butter at unluck}' rntmients, 

^ U now 1 come to think of it, 

Penelope deserves a chapter to herself. 






CHAPTER V 
PENELOPE 

I T was Penelope who, with a pair of scissO'rSj 
cut a zigzag pattern in Polyphemus's tailv 
Elte n'a pas peiir,'' says, mademoiselle. ■■ If 
you could see Polyphemus’s tail you- would 
know wliat this disaster meant. Polyphemiis's 
tail was, after Mike’s hair, the pride of the 
i family. Then Polyphemus is otherwise and 

I altogether so beautiful. His eyes (^for he has 

I both) arc large and green and pensive, and his 

1 disposition is aristocratic and urbane. He eoii- 

I tinually forgets that he is a tom — a Persian 

I tom of unusual size— and still goes sprawling, 

5 four legs together, after butterflies and beetles. 

F What Eve declares to be his most darling 

I propensity is to hug his hind legs and his 

|: nose all up together in his arms when he sleeps. 
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His appearance in this attitude is so alluring 
that it proves a snare to the softer parts of the 
family, including Mike : then it is tliat they 
indulge in an objectionable rite which consists 
in suddenly embracing the adored animal, and 
howling or chanting forth an idiot litany. Even 
our sterling Popa)' has been caught kissing 
him ; at least, so Penelope says. 

As for mademoiselle, she remarks openly 
that he is a folly, and she talks excessively to 
him in her own charming tongue. Made- 
moiselle is our superior Norman maid. Her 
duties are endless, and they are all religiously 
performed, for mademoiselle is botli lit’voui’e 
and clh'ote. She is, indeed, a deeply religious 
person ; her dispositions are so fixed towards 
heaven that the smaller virtues of this work! 
are occasionally neglected. One of her pecu- 
liarities is that whenever she sees anything 
which she happens to like she instinctively 
lays hold of it. 



PENELOPE 


things with mother-of-pearl on them, 
thing with a silk lining. It seems 
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folding scissors. “Otii, madame,” answered 
mademoiselle in a tone of religious rcsignatiun, 
“je les ai pour vous.” “ liut,” objected Eve, 
with mildness, “this is the fifth lime; and you 
know that I wish to ket'p them for myself." 
“It is true, madame. I confess it. But these 
little scissors .so chaste. Oh, la la ! C'est une 
follie I Que voulez vous? Je suis faite comma 
cela. Do you not know what they say of us 
Normans? 

** * Les Normans out les mains crorluies i 
C’est pour mieux ratim.sser ton!,’ '* 

I looked up. Mademoiselle's nimble hands 
were spread before Eve ; her stfiid shoulders 
were .shrugged up to her ears ; her mild blue 
eyes, which are habitually cast downwards in 
the mechanical doll mude.sty of the l'‘reiirh 
jeunejifle, were now turned, in an ecstasy of 
fatalism, up to heaven. 

That was yesterday. Eve has not yet got 
her scissors. 

But now to the garden. 


CITAPTEB VI 


THE APPLE ON THE THOEN 

the very day after our arrival Eve and 
I were let suddenly into the secret of 
village opinion on the subject of our garden. 

Towards evening we were walking up and 
down the Broad Walk, which was ntjvv almost 
as verdant as the neighbouring shrubberies. 
Eve was just remarking that gravel appeared 
to be a better basis than clay for the propaga- 
tion of many garden plants, when we were 
struck by the pungent perfume of the herb 
Nicotiana, as commonly consumed in tlie clay 
pipe of the Norfolk rustic. 

This led Eve, who has a disproportionate 
perception of the whereabouts of this plant, to 
turn her head, and me to follow her example. 
There we saw in the lower interspaces among 
^9 


, ' v'''^:';:Ws,;'' 'V^ 
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the roots of a quickset hedge sundry tobbing 
objects, like something, I forget what precisely, 
in Gulliver's Travels. This phenomenon made 
a sudden disappearance, and was as suddenly 
repeated. 

My first instinct in these cases is to look 
away ; but Eve, who is bolder and more 
scientific, steadied her gaze as one who is de- 
termined to know what there was to be known, 
and her gaze never conjured more successfully 
than on this occasion. Suddenly one partial 
gap was vacated, and there appeared above the 
hedge a rosy face, like a red apple stuck upon 
a thorn. 

The face was that of an old white-whiskered 
man, but the expression of jocund gaiety be- 
longed to an earlier, more idyllic day than 
ours. 

“Gud evenin’,” said he joyously. “I’ld 
hared tell yew was come.” As he spoke he 
flipped up a forefinger at intervals by way of 
respectful punctuation. 
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“Good evening,” we answered graciously, 
and both together. 

“ Fid a knowed ye ! ” said the Apple. “ Yew 
be the vera moral o’ her that be gone. That 
were a vera noice leddy, that were. But a 
trifle partickler, as old maids be. Her didn’t 
allers get on with we : we be very independent 
people in this vellage, w’e be. Yes, marm, we 
be so. 

“ I be vourscore and dree years, I be : an* 
I never see sich a sight o’ weeds in a garden 
anywhere as there be growin’ here. That be 
enough to smother the parish, there, that be. 
I seed a turmit big as a harsc over yonter : 
well, to be deed : the gard’ner, that be a very 
gud gard’ner too : he tell me he wunnot can 
come to do your gard’n, not this week : no, 
nor the week after. Nor do anybody know 
will he be cornin’ at ail. Well, to be deed : 
’twull be a gud thing when he do have them 
weeds up. I be vourscore and dree years 
old, an I never see so many weeds as there 
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be in that there gard’n of youni. (kid e'en 
to yer.” 

And the red Apple disappeared from tJie 
Thorn. Eve and I stood and stared at each 
other. This was not at all the sort of thing we 
had expected. 


CHAPTER VII 


THE PHLEGMATIC VILLAGE 

T he phenomenon of the bobbing heads 
was wholly explained next day, when we 
took a walk through the village. “ Was there 
ever so neat a village?” said Eve, pausing 
under a parasol. “As niademoiselle would 
say, it is drawn out on four pins.” As far as 
we could see, every little mathematical house 
had its own little mathematical garden. The 
houses were built of round flints collected on 
the seashore, assorted in colours, and neatly 
stuck in mortar, or a kind of Norfolk mud. 
Every cottage window was full of flowers. 
Roses climbed on the house walls. Every 
garden had its borders packed with bloom, and 
its beds full of cabbages and other vegetables 
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t‘xac.tly like those sold in children's toy boxes. 
In the whole village there was not one \veed. 

Some of the gardens were further adorned 
with aggravating rows of brilliantly white- 
washed stones. As we passed one cottage a 
coastguard, in a square blue jacket, raised him- 
self up, the more conveniently to observe us as 
we went by. On one side of him was a pail, 
on the other a row of glaring stones, very neat. 
He was engaged in touching up this fetish with 
a whitewash brush. Allowing for a melancholy 
black beard, his brush and his expressi(.m were 
precisely those of the right-hand gardener who 
is painting the rose tree in Alkc in Wontler- 
land. 

Except for this coastguard and an occasional 
eye at a window-pane, tin* village might have 
been empty of inhabitants. AH the promiscuous 
company there was to be had was probably 
preparing for its evening gravitation towards 
our quickset hedge. There the spectacle of 
the one neglected garden, and that a quality 





one, seemed to have power to loosen tlieir 
tongues, and provide the necessary stimulus 
to enable them to discuss other topics. 


Such a position of aflairs was so different from 
that ideal seigneurial influence which Eve had 
expected to exercise, that I observed it was with 
some difficulty that she succeeded in swallowing 
her discomfiture and the phlegmatic villagers. 





r 
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Our errand on this afternoon was to lo»)k 
for a substitute for Aunt Agnes’s hypothetical 
gardener. We had been advised to make our 
in(|uiries at the post office, which served also as 
the village &ii|porium. We had to address tht? 
woman in chi^rge across a double file of glass 
jars, filled with the most delicious -looking 
sweetmeats, which, like the fruit on the trees in 
the tale of “ Aladdin’s Wonderful Lamp,” were 
of every conceivable colour, and equally calcu- 
lated to infiame the imagination of youth. 
Having with difficulty withdrawn my attention 
from those delightful jars (they were about 
forty in number, and no doubt were to prove 
eqtially deadly with the jars in “Ali Baba”), I 
at once perceived that ali Eve's persuasiveness 
was wasted upon the tidy woman in office. 

*• A gardener, ma’am ; we!!, ma’am, Tumnnis 
Matt, he do the garden at The Leys, always. 
He won’t have nobuddy else to go there and 
meddle. There be none idle in this village to 
go and take up another man’s job. Every 
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man here do have his own job, and that be 
Tummus Matfs/V . 

^'^Yes, but why doesn’t' he come to do it?’’ 
said Eve, with, a smile. 

The woman regarded Eve with an unmoved 
iace,/ and an .eye that :kee.nly scaiined the 'in- 
gredients of her costume. 

Tummus Matt, ,he will ■come,;.."su.re' enough, 
when . he do make up his' mind*- ■ ' Tum.inus 
always .do come to. liis own. ■job, " He. will ..be 
■there,. .. ma’a..m,, .' T ummus ; will, - one of, these 
morning's,’*.;' 

* .Now, ;what Is to be .done ^ sai.d Eve 0.11 o.ii.r . 
way home. 


CIIAPTEH Mil 


POPAY 


y4NOTHER village complication was due 
■f~\ to our own maid Popa}’. Popay was 
Leysham born and bred. Eight years before 
she had been bestowed upon us by Aunt Agnes, 
a plump maiden of seventeen, neat, stolid, com- 
placent— the very epitome, as we were now to 
discover, of the phlegmatic villagt; she came 
from. Her aprons were as shining white as 
the white stones of the village gardens. Her 
smooth pink cheeks were villag<* roses. Her 
honest, immovable countenance might be taken 
as symbolic of the closed village doors and the 
closed village mauth.s. Not that Popay is 
destitute of understanding — far from it. There 
are times when a thought almost rises to the 
surface behind her pale blue eyes like a fish 
38 




As soon as we were weli arrived, Eve thought 
of getting everything as usual from vShool- 
bred’s. Popay thought otherwise. She went 
down to the village shop and ordered in what- 
ever in the way of comestibles she thought 
would increase the importance of her family in 
the eyes of the village. Curious luxuries: 
pallid bacon that nearly suggested pig ; Yar- 
mouth bloater paste of great age and fuliginous 
appearance ; jam, so solidified that its lop paper 
had become confounded, and an edible dainty; 
village tea of that ancient Chinese flavour that 
we detest; coifec that made milk obnoxious. 
We underwent them all. 

For here let it be stated that Eve has long 
raised upon her iiearth an altar to Household 
Peace. One of her theories is that the ill 
feeling of even a scullery maid can travel up- 
stairs and infect a whole house. Another is 
that nobody can be happy unlcs.s they have 
space in which to express themselves. There- 
fore she allows Mike and Penelope to scour the 




POPAY 


41 


country roads in bare legs, and go without 
pudding when they are in the first frenzy of 
a Spartan revival. She allmvs mademoiselle 
to button her boots and run after her with 
cushions, and she allows Popay an agreeable 
freedom in the choice of recipes and aides-de- 
camp. 

The resulting attachments to the person of 
Eve are very differently expressed. Made- 
moiselle’s bursts from her in torrents of elo- 
quence. Popay's is expressed in a steady 
adherence like that of a rustic bur. When 
mademoiselle is asked to do anything, she is 
all action. “ Oui, madame,” she cries, “ je file 
comme une ctoile I ” The result is not to be 
reckoned with ; it will be according to the 
fantasy of mademoiselle. When Popay is 
applied to, she utters a scarcely audible duo- 
syllable, moves slowly on her way, and the 
thing is done. 

When Penelope, on a private raid, jammed 
her hand in the neck of a Chinese jar and 
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could by no means be released, mademoiselle’s 
exclamations and gestures were all that could 
be desired, but did not tend to a practical 
remedy. As for Popay, she tunu'd from her 
work, and with one deft blow of the kitchen 
poker cracked the jar, thereby releasing the 
howling Penelope, upon whom she did not 
trouble to bestow so much as n second glance. 
Mademoiselle thereupon carried off the victim, 
embracing her, and crying, “Ah, mon Dieu ! 
pauv’ p’tite cherie ! Quelle decejjtiun pour 
elle I” thereby armc/iet'-ing to herself all the 
glory of the transaction. 

Popay abhorred illness; she was gloomy if 
we caught cold, and blank and intolerable 
when Mike had measles. But madenioisidle 
was in sickness truly dth'oin'v ; she was never 
so happy as when she could sit up all night 
and make tisanes, and wake us up at un- 
necessary and unnatural hours to say the 
patient was sleeping like an angel. 

Mademoiselle loved gaiety and a full house ; 
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Popay hated guests and, as a rule, calmly 
sulked all through their visits. Probably it 
was because of Sunday-school memories that 
she was so civil and pleasant when the Rector 
came to dinner a few chapters further on. 


CHAFl’ER IX 


THOMAS MATT 

T T is time we returned to the garden, 

^ As Thomas Matt did not appear by the 
end of the first week, and as the village inde- 
pendence of spirit did not permit of its providing 
anyone who would undertake what was Thomas 
Matt’s immemorial “job,” Eve sent word that 
she would not now require his attendance. At 
the same time she ordered a gardener (I be- 
lieve from Shoolbred’s) to come the following 
Tuesday. 

On Monday morning, when I came down to 
breakfast, to find Eve divided between the 
coffee-pot and the morning post, Mike sud- 
denly remarked: “What is that bald-eyed man 
doing in the garden ? I went out and asked 
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“ You had better go out and speak to the 
man,” said Eve, basely entrenching herself 
beldnd the coffee-pot. “ It is really too bad 
of him. He cannot possibly be allowed trj stay. 
We have put the cottage ready fur the other 
gardener. ’’ 

When I was got into the garden I found 
Thomas Matt engaged in mowing the cabbage 
bed, while delicate yellow cauliflower blossoms 
and turnip blooms lay in swathes about him. 
When I acco.sted him he cea.sed frtnn his 
labours; reversing his scythe he leaned upon 
the stock, and adjusted himself for conversa- 
tion. 

Thomas Matt was built on the most perfect 
nistit; plan ; his legs were lanved ; his back was 
broad ; his face seemed to be rather made up 
of expressive patches of colour — greys and 
browns and dull reds — than of feature.^ properly 
so called : and he had the eye and the under- 
hung lip of the lobster. 

That eye and that lip were too much for me : 
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I had meant to reproach him, but I was soon 
made aware that I was as a child before 
Thomas. 

“ Mar’n’, sir,” lie began ; “ dry weather." 

“Not too dry for tlie weeds, it seems," said 
I, wishing to meet him on his own ground. 
(Mem. to Eve : Meet a gardener on his own 
ground. A tolerable proverb.) 

“Umph!” said Thomas Matt; “the weed 
be very tight to get up these dry niorn'n's. 
’T'ull cost ye a pretty penny the more if it do 
keep so dry.” 

“Well, that is it, Thomas. The mistress 
thought it would be as wtdl to save you the 
harder part of the work, and as she w'as getting 
afraid you windd not come ” 

“I be always sure to come at t’end of ut ; 
and here I be.” 

“Yes, but, Thomas ... I think the mistress 
has . . .” 

“ I be come to stay," said Thomas, fixing me 
with his eye. 


48 THE DIVERTED VILLAGE 

I cast about in my mind for a way out of the 
predicament, and meanly decided that, after all, 
it was Eve’s affair. 

“ It's rather a jjoor soil aiwut here, I fancy.” 

“Poor soil!” and Thomas grinned at me. 
“Miss Armslrung, she. take care of that. 

Reck’n the soil be .so griod as can make 

it.” (I must look up this word, or ask the 
Rector: some of these old Norfolk words arc 
so biblical.) “Anyhows the 'arth in this parish 
be .so good as any in N«)rfolk, and Norfolk soil 
be the best in the British domin — ions.” 

Lest this should give a mistaken impression 
of Thomas Matt’s fluency, let me .say that he 
produced each word with as much circumstance 
as though it were a spadeful of earth. 

“It grows fine weeds certainly, "said I, trying 
to hold my ground. 

“The better the soil,” answered Thomas, 
“the higher the weed. It took nigh on three 
year to grow that lumber; ’t’ull take ten, I 
reck’n, ta get it out. I know this soil, and this 
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soii know me. Ye can’t treat this s«iil in a 
horry. It’ll cost ye a fair .sight o’ money to put 
it to rights. When this er good soil do go 
wrong, it be like a good harse that be druv 
asquance.” 

“ But wi)}", Thomas,” said I, “ was it let run 
to neglect like this?” 

Thomas Matt slowly unhitched himself from 
his scythe, solemnly reversed it, and made a 
feint at a six-foot cabbage. Then he paused, 
applied himself primitively to his toilet, and 
then at last he spoke. 

“Ow,”he said, “that be a sevare question. 
But that were all Miss Armstrung’s faut. She 
right upset me. An’ I be a man o’ my word. 
What I say I do be stick to. An’ I say I never 
should work more for Miss Armstrung. No 
more I never did. It were only nat’ral the pore 
old lady took on after me- I were raal bad in 
me mind auver it . . . what I done. I had no 
taste for me vittles at all when I h’ard t’ old lady 
were gun, seein’ ’twere me druv her out o’ the 
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place. If she liad agune un livin' in Lcysham, 
.slie might a’ been hearty tu this day.” 

Thomas Matt’-s eyes \v<;rt' nearly starling out 
of his head with feeling. I tried to console 
him, but he evidently preferred to go on 
hugging his remorse and his .self-importance. 
To my further .suggestions that he needed 
rcpo.se and that he had better alltjw a younger 
man to take his place, he turned a deaf ear. As 
I watched him imperturbably re-suming hi.s 
mowing, it .seemed to me that any eftVjrt of mine 
to di.slodge him would be made in vain. There 
was notliing for it but to retreat into the hoii.se. 

“ Well said Eve. 

“Well,” said I, “I think you had better go 
and talk to Tiuimas Matt.” 

Eve went out with a derisive UK)k directed at 
me — a look which very well bc'camc her white- 
and-Hlac morning-gown. In about a quarter 
of an hour she came back, her face flushed, 
and proceeded to fill up a telegraph form. The 
telegram was, 1 fancy, to Shool bred's. 



CIIAITEH X 


POLYFHKNflS AXD THE THUUSII 

D O not suppose that all this while Poly- 
phemus had been idle. He had been 
carefully and delicately exploring his new do- 
main, finding out the best-cushioned chair 
indoors, and out of doors seeking the finest 
exposure for his nappings. His first tour of 
inspection was made in the arms of Penelope, 
whom he adored, altliough her way of lugging 
him about without the slightest sense of his 
anatomy ought to have estranged his affections 
long ago. The pair in this equation recalled 
the fable of the unfortunate boy who began by 
carrying a calf, and went on carrying it till it 
grew into a bull ; for Polyphemus, if you in- 
cluded his fur (which was a kind of glorified 
tabby with sunset effects), was not much inferior 

St 
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in bulk to Penelope, and some part of him 
always overflowed from her embrace and hun^^ 
down most uncomfortably. \et if you looked 
into his face, his expression was still si'raphic, 
with that look of blinking beatitude which is 
only to be seen in cats or the angels of Peru- 
gini. 

There was one very close bond between Pene- 
lope and Polyphemus. They both preferred 
the same doll. When Polyphemus could not 
come by the lap of Penelope, he flnmd consola- 
tion in Agnes. Agnes was large, fair-haired, 
and stiff-jointed, with an idiotic smile. She 
was for ever being discovered seated in diltercnt 
places all over the house, with some part of 
Polyphemus occupying the horizontal districts 
of her person. 

Mike had discovered in a tattered book with 
a green-and-gold binding that cats could only 
grow attached to places, and not to people ; and 
we were half afraid that on the first slight or fit 
of indigestion he would break for home. But 
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whether it was that Penelope so weightily plied 
him with bread and milk, or (as we believe) 
he loved us, and not our domicile, he showed 
himself from the first contented with The l.eys, 
its garden, and preserves so well stocked u ilh 
game in the way of beetles and butterflies. 

But in this paradise a snake was soon to 
reveal itself. Tiie walls of the cottage were 
in places overgrown with ivy ; in this a pair 
of thrushes had built a nest, taking leave in the 
long -untenanted state of the house. Pf)iy- 
phemus was delighted when he made out their 
establishment. The day after his arrival he 
was to be .seen craning out of every window 
in turn, looking for a good view. The twxt 
day Penelope deposed to having seen him 
hanging from the gutter by two hind leg.s. 
The following night the house was awakened 
from its second sleep by a hideous fracas. 
Polyphemus was scrambling about in the ivy, 
crying at the top of his voice. Two infuriated 
thrushes were flying round the house, screaming 
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and dabbing at Polyphemus every time they 
passed him. ,Tlie pigeons were bursting out 
of the dovecot, and tlie sparrciws were chatter- 
iiig cm the roof. Poh^^hennisls sli ricks grew 
moH! agonising as the cock lliriish dived at 
him. Overcome with terror, he missed his hold 
in the uncertain ivy, and suddenly ft*ll smash on 
to the gravel below. Looking up to heaven in 
a maze that such a cruel fate should have over- 
taken him, he was gratified to see that every 
window of- the upper story was garnishedwith 
a ruffled and staring head. Beholding such 
a prospect of sympathy, l\dyphennLS redoubled 
his cries, and lay sprawling. In an instant the 
least honourable among the heads vanished, 
and Cliere was a stampede for die front do<ir. 
There is no doubt that Polyphemus c'arried off 
comfortable quarters for tlie remainder tif 
night. But, on the other hand, he had made 
himself a deadly enemy. 

Next day on the lawn we witnessed a single 
combat. It was' David 'and Goliath over again. 
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Polyphcmtis came walking delicately like 
Agagout of the front door for his little morning 
stroll. Instantly a cock sparrow doing oul}>o.st 
duty on the roof uttered a .shrill nr»le. Tlie 
cock thrusli flew on to a .syringa bush hard 
by, chattering loudly, while the hen thrush set 
up a scolding from the ivy. 

Polyphenrus sat down on the lawn to think. 
The thrush flew on to the grass in front of him 
and puffed himself out. Polyphemus chattered 
at him with that feline chatter of rage that 
tigers do to such perfection. The thrush ducked 
and hopped nearer. His voice was as loud as 
a penny whistle. Every separate feather was 
boiling with indignation. John Kemble, the 
actor, though a little man, wa.s able, they say, 
when he played the part of a king in a rage, to 
wa.x greater and greater till he filled tlse .stage. 
So did this atom of a thrush appear in hi.s 
passion to expand and grow till he filled the 
whole lawn. 

Polyphemus was greatly upset. It contra- 
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dieted all his notions of bird-behaviour. He 
hjuked sideways. He wriggled. He backed. 
At fast, after a %'ain effort to save his self- 
respect, he turned, dropped his tail, and with 
the meanest reduction of his bulk t<j half its 
natural size, fled into the house. Then the 
cock thrush and the cock sparrrnv and the 
hen thrush and the hen sparnnv joined in a 
nervous bird-laughter of jubilation at his de- 
feat. 

After this, did Polyphemus show his nose 
at the hall door, or merely lotik out of the 
window, the whole confederacy was about his 
ears in a minute with such a hurricane of beak 


and claw that he went in fear of his life. There 


was nothing for it but to sulk on the morning- 
foom sofa and study revenge. 




■ '' ''i. 
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CHAPTER XI 


THOMAS MATT HOLDS A LEVEE 

T he gardener from Shoolbred’s having 
been countermanded, and Thomas Matt 
being duly ratified, he announced casually one 
morning that he had “a sort of a boy” who 
was coming to “assist.” The Ixjy came. He 
had a fuzzy head, and a spiky black moustache, 
and he seemed to regard us all with amaze- 
ment. On the same day as the boy arrived we 
observed (it may have been mere coincidence) 
the reai5sembled frieze of heads about the 
hedge, which, as evening drew on, resolved 
itself into a fixed row of villagers. By this 
hour Thomas Matt and his assistant had laid 
by the heels an enormous mass of domestic 
weeds. This seemed to cause the village 

57 ■ - 
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something as near excitement as it had ever 

Eve pointed 'out the 'frie^.e to me, and n> 
marked that she was going to abc^lisli it* She 
started away down the garden willi llit* most 
intrepid air in the world, and I l)roiight up 
the rear* But as soon as we were come within 
speaking distance of Thomas Matt, I saw that 
the friei^e Ciiiietly melted away, leaving nothing 
but out-? head, that of the wuld ancient, who 
evidently felt himself too veneral)le an object 
to be so suddenly dispersed. Then 1 saw, loo, 
that Thomas Matt and his assistant had care- 
fully left in the middle 'of the Ijed they were 
digging the ‘Hunnit so big as a harsi%’’ I 
had nut suspected Tluomas Mali: l)t*fore of 
being a humorist; but there was suiiuahing 
now in the wideness of his eye and the jerk 
of his spade that convinced me that lie had 
his moments, and that 'it was into one of them 
that we had intruded. Our advent was hailed 
'by the older man with, a kind of senile joy, 
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showed expressively by the agitation of liis 
whole rosy countenance and eyes. 

“ Hv’m,” said he. 



“That be Agas Goose,” said Thomas Matt. 
“That be the woldest man in the vellage.” 

“Yes, aa be,” said Agas Goose. “Vourscore 
and dree," he chuckled, “vourscore and dree 
years ; and I never see sich a rummage o’ weeds 
as I do see now in that garden. Well, to be 
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deed ; and I do see a turmit there so big as a 
harse. Why, ’twud brak a shears to plough up 
that there gr’und ; ’twud, so ’twud. Ha, ha ! 
Aa wudn't liave to dig up what Thomas Matt 
there be duggin’ of, no, not fur a sight o’ 
money. An’ you ncedn’ think, ma’am, I be no 
good of a digger. My work be done. But I 
be strong as any harse that do travel upon the 
high road. An’ I wudn’ dig up that piece of 
gr’und Thomas Matt be a duggin’ of, not for a 
sight of money.” 

Thomas Matt looked on approvingly as the 
ancient man thus delivered himself over the 
hedge. 

“Well,” he said slowly, his glance carefully 
directed into a tree that marked llw dispa.s.sion- 
ate middle distance between us and the vener- 
able onlooker, “ there be line sense in what 
Agas Goose do say, for all that aa do stand 
there so full aged a man. It be the wold harse 
that do know \vhat a harse load be. Agas 
Goose do know what be in mor — r — tal man to 
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do, for he have a tried duggin’ in dry gr’und, as 
I do know.” 


Eve was much affected as the two old warriors 
shook their heads in unison. I saw her mouth 
actually open on the way to raising Thomas 



Matt’s wages. As I considered Thomas Matt’s 
wages to be already superfluous, I made haste 
to propose some more immediate gratification 
in the way of refreshment for old Agas and 
tobacco for Thomas Matt. 


62 THE DltERTEP VILLAGE 

I then inirricd Eve away from ihe scene of 
her temptation, admonishing her by the way on 
till! first principles of political economy. As I 
paused for a moment, a slight cackle of laughter 
made us look back. Tlie frieze of villagers was 
again in its place, the wold %mnerable In the 
middle. And Thomas Matt had moved a step 
nearer, and was regaling them, I judge, with 
someMattean philosophy based upon the “ tur- 
mit so big as a harse,” 





THE PRIDE OF POPAY 


O NE thing we had looked forward to in 
setting out to take possession of our 
cottage was the living upon fruits and garden 
delicacies and country produce. We had hoped 
on leaving town to leave many of the sophisti- 
cated town viands behind us too; and instead 
of elaborate endless dinners to have charming 
meals such as might have been eaten in the 
garden of Eldem Why, we asked ourselves^ 
why follow all the foolish dietetic fashions of 
the time? Like others of our sort, and I 
were in theory idyllists of the table, fruit-eaters 
and flower-lovers. The one thorn in our flesh, 
the one lion in our path, was Popay. Popay 
was, like most of her kind, a great conservative 

^3 


64 THE DIVETITET) VIET. AGE 

ill tbesi; matters. She believeil beef to be a 
Christian dish, and thought fruit frivolmis. 

\Vht.‘n we wished to chasten ourselves with 
cheese and Prutene biscuits, or something nice 
and light like a semolina cutlet, and when the 
June sun made the odour of baked meats least 
attractive, Popay caused our board to groan 
under sirloins of beef, saddles t»f mutton, and 
obnoxiously fat ducks. Partly, no doubt, to 
increase our consequence as a family in the 
village, she gave magnificent orders at the 
buUdier’s; and was not satisfied unless three or 
four courses of carnivorous delicacies were 
served every day. 

The whole village was set upon aiding and 
abetting her in her efforts: all day long a 
current of extinct soles, spring chickens, ducks 
and geese, varied by butcher buys with fresh 
seaside faces, set steadily up the back entrance. 
And Popay rose to them one and ail, with a 
cool determination that was proof against any 
extent of operations over a Vulcanic stove. 
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Popay was further cheered upon her path by 
the relishing exhortations of mademoiselle, 
who had the true Norman maxillaries, and 
whose position was fortified by her habit of 
trimming Popay's hats, and of decorating the 
most important parts of the interior of her 
jackets with an ingenious patchwork of silk. 

Matters came to a climax on the day when the 
Rector came to dinner. Eve had dreamed of 
entertaining him to a table of cool delicacies 
beaming among yellow roses. But she was 
fated to disappointment. In the course of her 
domestic progress she found Popay determined 
to inflict upon us a horrible great hot leg of 
prize pork from some ancestral piggery, be- 
sides soles, mock -turtle soup, pciils iwu/s, a 
final Christmas pudding, and a few other in- 
judicious trifles. 

“ I beg your pardon, ma’am. Them things 
for the Rector, ma’am? Well, indeed I know 
Dr. Basfleet since I could run alone. He care 
nothing for your aspics and your tarragons and 
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your timballes and your curds. He must have 
his roast. : and I know he do d(.)te upon pf)rk. 
He always say to my aunt that a good leg of 
pork well boiled do eat like chicken. And a 
lovelier leg I never sec. I beg your pardon, 
ma'am, you leave the Rector to me, ma’am, and 
ri! engage to please him." 

By my advice Eve left the Rector mainly in 
the hands of Popay. But on the following 
day a new era began. The first move in the 
new campaign was too important an ingredient 
in the philosophy of common life as exposed 
in these pages for it to come in at the tail of a 
chapter. It sliall have, like Penelope, a chapter 
to itselfj This will bt; after we have taken the 
Rector in his proper order. 



CHAPTER XIII 


DIATOMS AND A TURNIP 

'^T^HERE is a chemical something, a com- 
^ pound of the salt in the air and the 
alkalies in the soil of Norfolk, which is peculiarly 
beneficial to the hearty herb which the vulgar 
call Turnip. We have seen in the windows of 
Norwich seed-merchants, and in local agricul- 
tural shows, monstrous examples of the field 
mangold-wurzel variety. But these, we imagine, 
were chiefly yearlings. They are not to be com- 
pared with Aunt Agnes's three-year-old, which 
was a specimen of the white - boiled - mutton 
variety in full flower. We made many attempts 
to measure it, a task that was made difficult by 
its many excrescences and by our unwilling- 
ness to disturb its magnificent crest of blossom 
seven feet high. 
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One afternoon, when we had been enjoying a 
siesta under Eve’s favourite tree, lazily turn- 
ing over the turnip in our minds, who should 
enter the garden but the Rector. 


Now, association is a strange thing. The 
Rector made me think of the church, the church 



of Westminster Abbey, the Abbey of the Coro- 
nation ; and that, alas ! of my little disappoint- 
ment. Eve and I were not yet reconciled to 
the fact that my researches in the rarer sub- 
visible fields of^ Science, of which the Diatom 
is the inhabitant, had not, after all, brought my 
name into the honours list. When I reflect 
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upon' X. and P. and Q. who have all attained 
distinction ! But no matter for that My 
labours bring their own reward. Through 
them I have learned to look upon men with 
precisely the same fine scrutiny that I have 
given to the minutest of organisms ; and there 
was something in the way that the Rector, who 
was evidentl)’^ feeling the heat, opened and shut 
his lips as he walked up the garden path which 
suggested at once the valvular action of the 
Diatom and the way it propels itself, of which 
no one but myself knows the secret, a secret 
that, since the world will not honour her great 
men, I am resolved shall die with me. 

When I thought of Diatoms I confess the 
Rector dwindled. I answered his greeting ab- 
stractedly, I fear, for Eve said, ‘‘My husband 
must be thinking of his beloved Diatoms,’* 

“Diatoms?** said the rector. “What is 
that?** 

“Sir,” said I, “have you ever seen a turnip?” 

The Rector bowed. In fact, as we had even 
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then discovered, no one could possibly live in 
Norfolk without seeing a turnip. 

“Conceive, then,” I continued, “that turnip 
reduced to infinitesimal dimensions and become, 
in fact, a drop of plasma. Take its horny rind 
and convert it into two delicate brown saucers, 
as fine as if they were of the delicatest Belleek 
ware. Conceive, then, that these approximat- 
ing discs of Belleek have as fair and humane a 
reciprocity as husband and wife ...” 

“ Ahem,” said the Rector. 

Eve here changed the subject. She also states 
that she will have no more about the Rector 
in this chapter, observing, very properly, that 
to treat the Rector of a parish as in any wise 
subsidiary to such organisms as turnips and 
Diatoms is a mistake in proportion and a civil 
enormity. 



CHAPTER XIV 


THE TWO RECTORS 

I F we have not quite realised the Rector for 
our readers hitherto, it is because it took 
us a long time to diagnose him for our own 
guidance. As a matter of fact, there were, as 
we presently came to discover, not one rector, 
but two rectors. 

There was one rector known to his village 
parishioners, exemplary, didactic, unapproach- 
able, whose voice frightened Penelope into fits 
in church, when it thrice repeated these words, 
then heard by her for the first time . . . “The 
Wages of Sin is Death.’’ 

There was another rector, in whom you dis- 
covered (with the aid of port wine to unlock 

the man), first, a stratum of the classics ; and 
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then, if you persisted, something- truly remark- 
able: that is, about the third glass, the Rector 
proceeded to perform the apparently impossible 
feat of digging out of himself a rollicking, 
humorous ancestor, full of Horatian and 
Ovidian quips, joyous and reckless stories, 
which the affectation of our day compels us to 
cast awa}^ And what added an extraordinary 
relish to these stories, was that still, while sub 
corona Bacchic the Rector retained something 
of the papal distinction of voice and manner, 
that one only associated with his pulpit. 

On this special occasion Eve had asked Aunt 
Agnes's old friend, dear Miss CHpsby, to meet 
the Rector. It was in the awkward moment 
before dinner is served, while the Rector was 
still, so to speak, in full canonicals, and 
Miss Clipsby’s lisp was expressing itself in 
propriety, that the Turnip anticipati^d the 
vegetables proper of which we were about to 
partake. 

A chorus of, yells from the garden led us all 



THE TWO EECTOES 


to the window, and in full career Mike and 
Penelope darted past the line of our vision, 
drawing on an improvised sledge the prize 


turnip with shrieks of delight. A stick was 
stuck into the turnip, and upon the stick was 
set mademoiselle’s new Sunday hat, to which 
they had, for some reason, taken an inveterate 
dislike. Their flight and disappearance were 
immediately followed by an animated pursuit 
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on the part of mademoisellej with face pale^ 
arms tossiogj mouth wide, expelling adjectives* 
“Ha!” said the Rector, wishing to pass off 
the occurrence, ‘‘a triumphal car, I perceive* 
They take home the captive from the war* The 
pursuing fate was, I gather, a young person of 
French nationality, who wished to recover the 
trophy crowning the captive.” 

“The captive,” said Eve, *‘is really the last 
of an extinct race— Aunt Agnes's prize turnips 
—allowed to outlive its season." 

“ Ha ! ” said the Rector ; “ Monstrum horren- 
dum ingens forma. ...” 

At this moment a scuffle was heard outside 
the drawing-room door, and a hissing remon- 
strance from mademoiselle penetrated to our 
ears. 

“ Al-I5ns, al-lons ! je vous dis qu’il faut laver 
les mains et la figure ! ” 

The voice of Mike was louder, but perfectly 
polite as he replied, “Non, mademoiselle; je 
ne veux rien de cela, moi.” The door was 
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thrown open, and the two children burst into the 
room in a very friendly way, : .They were, both^ 
of them uncommonly dirty, and Penelope liad 
managed to catch up her adored .^.Po.lyplieiiius' 
en route. As usual a large ■' proportion .of., Iiirn 
was hanging down. 

Both of the children have a very good notion 
of hospitality. They hurried up at once to Miss 
Clipsby, shook hands effusively, and after 
asking her how she did, Penelope suddenly 
dropped the whole of Polyphemus on to her 
velvet gown. 

‘^What a lovely cat!” cried.':Miss- Clipsby, 
and hurriedly cast him off. 

‘T see you don’t like him very much, tliough,” 
said Penelope, in a matter-of-fact voice, £11111 : 
turning about, she gathered tip her .. darling, . 
and the two children made for the Rector. 

They stood in front of him and looked him 
well over. Eve and I, who knew Mike’s fatal 
knack of adapting liis conversation to the com- 
prehension of visitors, trembled for what was 
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to come. When Penelope, who utilised Poly- 
phemus as a kind of light refreshment, made 
as though she would drop him on to the Rector, 
Mike stopped her. “ No, Penelope,” he said ; 
“perhaps he mightn’t like it.” Then taking 
hold of the Rector in a brotherly kind of way, 
“Look here,” he said seriously, “this cat's an 
atheist.” 

“God bless my soul!” shouted the Rector. 
“What does he say?” 

“Well, of course,” said Mike, soothing him, 
“you can’t expect a cat to believe ” 

“ My dear boy 1 ” cried Eve in an agony. At 
that very moment dinner was announc'ed. I 
could hear Eve apologising to the Rector all the 
w'ay along the hall. 



CHAPTER XV 


TABLE-TALK 

N othing couM have been happier than 
our idea of asking Miss Clipsby to meet 
the Rector. During the soup, it is true, she was 
secretly occupied in removing Polyphemus’s 
hairs from the lap of her dress. Some people 
have the art of choosing a kind of dress that 
perfectly exposes themselves and their character ; 
and this art was certainly Miss Clipsby’s. Her 
gown was of the finest Genoa velvet ; but Miss 
Goose, the village dressmaker and daughter of 
the veteran Agas Goose, had the unlucky habit 
of making all her dresses on the same country 
plan. Thus Miss Clipsby’s velvet gown frankly 
recalled in cut and style the print frock in which 
the exemplary Popay had first dawned upon 
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us. The only difference was that Miss Ciipsby’s 
modest shoulders were disguised by what our 
grandmothers would probably have called 
magnificent cut-work. 

But no dressmaker could have disguised 
Miss Ciipsby’s true gentility. Although much 
ruffled by Penelope’s onslaught, and the re- 
sultant deposit of cat’s hairs, she did not in any 
open way betray her real annoyance ; but, as I 
said, all through the soup there went on that 
surreptitious fumbling after Polyphemus’s hairs. 
Only after a glass of wine, and during the 
turbot which Eve had provided as the most 
suitably clerical fish, did she contrive to rally 
and suffer herself to become suffused with a 
kind of prim joyousness. 

It was the same with the Rector as it was 
with her ; his spirits laboured at first under a 
temporary eclipse as a result of Mike's un- 
warrantable attack. So subtle are the opera- 
tions of sympathy that I have no doubt this 
helped to bring about a comfortable degree 



of fellow-feeling between them, which was 
destined to ripen afterwards under our own 
eyes. 

There was, I may say, a 'something in Miss 
Clipsby’s more formal bearing towards the 


Rector, which was quite special ; her voice had 
the hushed tone and uneasy inflection that 
some people adopt as they enter a church. It 
was. Heaven forgive me, as if she saw a chancel 
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looming over his clerical collar, and anticipated 
a litany when he opened his mouth. 

But there was never anything loss like a 
litany than the Rector’s table-talk, when he was 
once fairly embarked upon it. True, while 
Mike’s ineptitude rankled in his mind, and he 
was in a state of sipping uncertainty as to the 
soup, he still used what I may call his church 
voice. But once he had warmed to the occasion, 
when the wine became his friend, and the cold 
corners of the room seemed to close in, then his 
tones began to grow more mellow. 

“ It is greatly to be regretted,” said he, with 
the advent of the spring chicken.s with which 
Eve had alleviated the prize pork — “it is 
much to be regretted that the merciful Provi- 
dence, which has so showered its good things 
upon us, has not ahvays bestowed along iivith 
them that immediate intelligence that turns 
these necessaries to their best account. Now,” 
he added (and I already seemed to hear “my 
brethren” as the preamble to a discourse too 
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edifying for a dinner-table, but instead), turn- 
ing to Eve, and with an urbane conciliatory 
note in his voice that completely took any edge 
from the reflection, “ madam ! ” he said — 

“ Now, MADAM ! those chickens are exactly 
twice too large.” 

Eve, just for a moment, felt, I saw, a little 
taken aback, but she quickly recovered herself, 
and gallantly smiled upon him. Miss Clipsby 
also appeared fluttered, -but reassured by her 
faith in the church and by Eve’s smile, she 
gazed pensively on the unlucky chickens as if 
they were holy things, and adjusted herself as 
one may who, whatever betide, is prepared to 
be edified. 

But the further course of the Rector’s remarks 
seems to me to afford so much that is of value 
to the philosophical housekeeper that I must 
give it full space and befitting ceremonious 
attention in another chapter. 


CHAPTER XVI 


MORE TABLE-TALK 

''T^HE Rector, having elevated his forefinger, 
X pursued the subject in this wise : — 

“A spring chicken, to be eaten in perfection, 
should not exceed the dimensions of an honest 
man’s fist. Twenty minutes, not a moment 
more— I might even say, with sympathetic 
treatment, a quarter of an hour — should suffice 
for the perfect cooking of the dish. I will now 
trouble you for the breast of the bird on the 
right. I knew your good aunt well, my dear 
young lady ; it is out of respect for her memory 
that I present you with this information. Had 
she been presiding in your place, the birds 
would have been of the size and quality I have 

mentioned, and I should then have asked her, 
ia- ' 
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not for the breast, but for the leg, madam, the 
leg. . . With this the Rector looked round 
the dining-room as if it had been an abbey; 
justly impressed, we remained silent, while 
Miss Clipsby fidgeted on her chair and craned 
forward as though there were some horrible 
fascination in the condemned creatures before 
us. 

“The leg,” resumed the Rector, “of a spring 
chicken that has arrived at this providential 
stage of growth is one of the most exquisite 
of all the gifts of the Almighty. There is a 
mucilaginous, or rather a delicately gelatinous 
quality in the morsel (for it is no more) un- 
equalled in the range of English cookery, 
though I am told our scientific Gallic gour- 
mands find a doubtful equivalent in the hind 
leg of a frog. But, observe, it is only in the 
drumstick that the perfect savour and suc- 
culence I have hinted of are to be found,” 
added he, regretfully poking at the breast 
upon his plate. 
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It is my belief that the Rectf)r felt it fitting 
to use a formal language in treating of such 
grave matters. With the sweets his thoughts 
turned to lighter topics, and his language 
grew more easy. He condt'scended to .stories 
still of a clerical and gastronomical tendency, 
but lighter in bouquet. 

He told one tale which particular!}- delighted 
Miss Clipsby, as seeming to place in high 
relief her own deference and discretion of 
demeanour. 

The story was of a certain Canon F., a noto- 
rious hm vimnt, celebrated also for his bare- 
faced honesty, which refused every conventional 
disguise. This gentleman, having accepted an 
invitation to dinner at a very good hou.se, was 
approached in the drawing-room by his hostess, 
all smiles and kind empressemenf. 

“Now, my dear Canon,” cried she, “I’m 
going to introduce you to the prettiest girl in 
the room to take in to dinner ! ” 

The Canon made a gesture of horror. 
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“No, thank you, ma’am,” he said solemnly. 
“ I don't like to be disturbed at my meals.” 

By the time dessert was arrived at we were 
all as merry as possible. Aunt Agnes had left 
us, among other things, a bin of fine old ’54 
port. With the very first renewal of acquaint- 
ance with it the Rector still further brightened 
his wit. 

“Ah,” said he, “I wish you had known my 
charming old friend. Sir Brodie Spatchcock. 
Unquestionably the best man on the oeso- 
phagus we have ever had. But he grew a 
trifle pompous of late years— a trifle pompous. 
I remember well how, on the occasion of his 
last visit to me, one of my parishioners here, 
an old woman, called Betty Ganiage, gave him 
a very sharp answer — a very sharp answer 
indeed. ‘Well, Betty,’ said the doctor, ‘you 
have lost your good-man since I was here: 
just what I expected. Now if he had followed 
my advice in that little rnatter we know of, 
there is no doubt but he might have been 
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alive to-day. But how did he die in the 
end, eh?’ 

“Betty’s tongue was as sharp as a razor. 
‘I be to speak the truth,’ she said, ‘I couldn’t 
afford a doctor to him, so he died a natural 
death.’” 

Still better was to follow as soon as Miss 
Clipsby and Eve withdrew. But for various 
reasons I have detecmined to relegate the 
Rector’s post-prandial stories to a Latin appen- 
dix at the end of the book. We believe this 
proceeding is customary in all such cases, 
much harmless merriment being thereby pro- 
cured, combined with equal advantages of 
scholarship and propriety. 


CHAPTER XVn 
ENTER DIOGENES 

T he horns of a windmill, that stuck up 
like a donkey’s ears from the flat land- 
scape commanded by our bedroom window, 
had long struck Eve’s fancy. But, much as 



she desired to make a family adventure of it 
{having an idea of carrying home, to the 
furthering of our new domestic principles, a 
sack of wholesome English wheat, grown and 
ground in the neighbourhood), the difScuIties 

of our united transport proved too much for 
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a time, and the windmill remained a landmark 
only. It was not until what Eve believed to 
be chance provided us with a donkey, after we 
had been some weeks at the cottage, that W(^ 
were able to go there- 

This donkey and cart require a brief diver- 
sion of history. 

One morning Popay, with the faintest glim- 
mer of a smile, announced a man to see the 
master. 

On these occasions Eve usually acted for 
me, having a rooted disbelief in my business 
capacity. I was startled, after a short interval 
of human voices, to hear a most discordant 
see-sawing bray in the stable-yard. Going to 
discover the origin, I found a tall, hungry- 
looking man holding by a rope and halter the 
most asinine-looking ass it had ever been my 
■fortune to see. 

The next thing I noticed was a chattering 
chuckle in the air. Two heads — Mike’s and 
Penelope’s— were stuck far out of the open 
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schoolroom window, where they were tempo- 
rarily confined as a punishment for some act 
of insubordination. 

Eve, I next observed, was on excellent terms 
with the hungry man. Without quite knowing 
why, I felt depressed as I observed the bifur- 





cated jaws of the ass, so wide apart as it 
repeated its bray that a distinct slice of day- 
light was visible between them. 

“Are you sure he isn’t lazy?” I heard Eve 
asking the man. 

“Lizy?” said the donkey man. “Lizy; he 
don’t knay-ow what lizy be. ’Is mawther were 
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the hardest-working dickey I ever see. Near 
all the dickeys in Norfolk be bred from her; 
and they be all wonderful tough. Why, do 
you look now at his teef ... he be five year 
old, and his hoofses be like clubs, and he be 
that funny— why, he do larf to ’isself like as 
if ’ee been havin’ a pint !” 

It was not until Eve and the hungry man had 
parted, apparently in a fine glow of reciprocal 
feeling, that I discovered exactly how hand- 
somely she Iiad earned his gratitude. But Eve 
explained it all to her own satisfaction in a 
moment. 

“You see,” she said, “Miss Clipsby’s man 
told me I couldn’t get a donkey and tub under 
twenty pounds. So as I have got Aunt Agnes’s 
nice little cart, it is quite plain that I have saved 
fifteen.” 

There were no mean calculations to quench 
the joy of Mike and Penelope in the trans- 
action. Morning, noon, and night they were 
fomping on and off that sturdy ass. They 
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were quite innocent of our real idea in getting 
him, which was to use him as their jailer. It 
was the impossibility of persuading them to 
proceed in good order along the country roads 
with mademoiselle that had suggested to Eve 
the procuring of a safe steed for their use. 
Confined in Aunt Agnes’s nice little cart, she 
trusted they might pass creditably as in a sort 
of perambulating prison down to the seashore. 

Unfortunately, Aunt Agnes had been in the 
habit of driving a monstrously fat pony; and 
the hungry ass, when backed into the shafts 
of the cart by Thomas Matt (who seemed to 
take kindly to him), exhibited a very mean 
appearance. 

“But never you fret, ma’am,” said Thomas 
Matt consolingly to Eve. “I do know this 
little dickey, and this little dickey do know 
me. When he have been here a month or 
more, he’ll fill them shafts quite tight. Ay, 

I do promise you, soon will he be that full, like 
a bar’l on wheels, that when he do lay hisself 
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down, up he will not get until he do choose. 
You be all so tender-hearted-like, you be no 
fair match for a dunkey.” 

And in truth the ass developed a most 
ravenous appetite, Mike and Penelope fed him 
all day with bread and butter and the finest 
loaf-sugar. Thomas Matt contrived his greens. 
Mademoiselle shrieked at him a whole French 
scale of endearments as she fed him with con- 
traband from the kitchen. But in spite of such 
pasturage, the ass earned Popay’s undying 
hatred by finding an appetite for clothes. 
Flannel he liked to taste, but linen was his 
delight. Popay said he actually swallowed one 
of her pocket-handkerchiefs I What he really 
enjoyed, however, was to stand quietly in the 
sun, eating sheets. 

The crea,ture has perhaps run on far enough, 
seeing that we have to get him and the wind- 
mill into the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XVm 


EN ROUTE 

T\ ^ ADEiMOISELLE and Mike saved us the 
i VI trouble of bestowing a name on the ass. 
‘‘ Ahj c’est mon frere!” cried mademoiselle, 
much to the children’s delight, when she 
first beheld him. ‘‘Had we not better,” said 
Mike, “call him Diogenes? Because, you 
know, he will have mostly to live in the tub,” 
Thereafter, under the twin names of our Brother 
and of Diogenes, he became a great family 
institution. At first Eve was tempted to go 
on long donkey -cart expeditions with the 
youngsters ; and it was a pleasant sight to see 
them setting out in the cart, packed with spades 
and buckets, scarlet bathing suits (in which Eve 
said the children looked like animated poppies 
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in a bed of sand), sandwiches and bottles of 
milk, and all beaming with delightful anticipa- 
tions. But in the end Eve was sure to return 
in discomfiture, leading the ass, herself cjuite 
exhausted after prolonged struggles on the high- 
road, while the children amused themselves dis- 
creditably anywhere in the rear of the cart. 
Thomas Matt was right. Eve was no match 
for the donkey. With every victory he became 
more wooden in his obstinacy, and Eve de- 
clared, laughing, that she found herself a very 
Balaam for helplessness. 

It was Penelope, who is really a thoughtful 
and affectionate child, who at last interfered. 

“ My precious ma,” she said, “you shall not 
come with us to get tired any more. We do 
not want you. We would rather not have you. 
Mademoiselle dearly loves her little Brother, 
and he loves her. She knows all about asses 
in France, she says. So we will go with her, 
and we would much rather.” 

From that on there never was such a success. 
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If The children went long distances with made- 

I moiselle in the cart, to come back, fresh and 

giggling, having collected all manner of country 
produce, in the most remarkably short spaces of 
time. We. often asked them how she managed 
it, and never got any answer but that made- 
moiselle understood the nature of French asses, 
and found them just the same over here. 

It was when our transport had reached this 
state of efficiency that we decided, one sunshiny 
morning, to make the adventure of the wind- 
mill. On the never-to-be-forgotten journey 
thither we learned something it is highly de- 
sirable for every reader to know who has any 
feeling for the tribe of our Brother. 

On this particular occasion it w'as decided 
that mademoiselle should drive the children in 
the donkey-cart by the high-road, a distance of 
about two and a half miles. Eve and I were 
to make a circuit of a few miles on our bicycles, 
and join the party anywhere in the neighbour- 
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us along the latter part of our road quicker than 
we had thought for, and we halted at a plea- 
sant woodside opening upon the high-road, to 
wait for the rearguard* Eve had already re- 
marked that it would not be wonderful if the 
donkey failed to reach the windmill that day. 
Judge, then, of our astonishment when at the 
same moment we heard the noise of wheels and 
the rattle of hoofs, and saw the donkey equipage 
coming round a turn at a smart pace. Shrieks 
of laughter came from Mike and Penelope as it 
went by at a gallop, and we saw mademoiselle 
leaning well over the front of the tub, and 
blithely prodding the adjacent parts of the 
animal with some invisible weapon. 

‘‘Ah, bonne petite bete, comme je Taime!'^ 
she cried shrilly, as she prodded. “ Yoila 
comme il trotte bien, n'est-ce pas, mes petils 
enfants? Hue ! hue ! il est gai comme un oiseau ! 
Oh, la, la ! comme il fait bon voyager comme 
cela ! ” And they were gone. 

Eve looked at me. 
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“What the dickens has she got?” asked L 
“I really believe it must be a hat-pin,” said 
Eve ; and if the ass had really been her little 
brother, she could not have looked more 
shocked. 

We seized our bicycles to follow the afflicted 
animal ; but it was no use. When we reached 
the windmill the tub was empty, the ass securely 
tethered and enjoying the grass. Mike and 
Penelope, seeing us arrive, gulped down a last 
giggle. Mademoiselle was already pointing out 
the mechanical marvels of the windmill to 
them — with a hat-pin. 



CHAPTEU XIX 


THE WINDMILL 


W E had not come to the windmill out of 
mere fancy, but for a serious purpose. 
Eve was determined, and so was I, that our 
bread should henceforth be made of good 
British wheaten flour with the gluten unim- 
paired. It was part of our anti-carnivorous 
go.spel ; Eve even went so far as to say that 
if she could not get it otherwise she wovild 
grow wheat in Aunt Agnes’s paddock. 

Still, when we were once standing within the 
round hedge, and under the very sails of the 
windmill, we felt oursehms seized with an 
enthusiasm for the thing itself, questions of 
bread-and-butter apart. Mike and Penelope 
had been reading a nicely expurgated edition of 
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Don Quixote, and it was evidently with a sense 
of romantic and impossible adventures that they 
galloped round and round the space of green 
encircling it, and then paused to stare upon its 
pointed top and cream-coloured walls. Look- 
ing at it with their eyes, we saw that it was 
fantastic, antiquated, terrifying, delightful, and 
floury. Its huge sails rose ragged but bold 
upon the air, and the many gaps where the 
cross-spars had fallen out added to the sense of 
its aerial forces. 

And then, it was one whose whole corpora- 
tion was revolutionary, not one with a mere 
revolving cap. Its outer periphery was a rusty 
rail in a gravel rut, in which travelled two 
wheels taller than Mike. Even the broad, 
pyramidal flight of steps leading to its door 
revolved with the rest; and there was some- 
thing entrancing, I saw, to Mike’s mind in 
the idea of a fugitive flight of steps. 

The steps themselves were very rickety, and 
showed gaps where whole planks had gone. 
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Mounting them was like going up into the sky ; 
and who knew, said Eve, but the sails might 
suddenly begin to turn, and the windmill travel 
away with us, Heaven knows where ? 

When we had successfully mounted these, 
and entered the door, not having hitherto dis- 
covered any sign of life, we were rather taken 
aback to see a dark interior full of strange 
objects; out of the farthest corner a pale face, 
set on a pale floury form, was gazing upon us 
with an expression half beatific, half amazed. 

The creature, as he stood there in that dusky, 
filmy atmosphere, was like nothing that we had 
expected. Six foot high, white as an angel 
with dust of flour, he might have passed for 
Michael himself, had it not been for his eyes, 
which at a first glimpse had looked like those 
of a rapt visionary, but which on a nearer view 
proved to be foolish and rustical, of a pale, 
watery blueness. The candid efiect of his 
whole person was embellished by the golden 
lustre of his hair and moustache, which all the 
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flour he was exposed to had not sufficed to 
blanch. 

Mademoiselle, in whom the morning’s joy 
had not yet been clouded by any remarks of 
Eve’s, was the first to give expression to our 



feelings. She had a wonderful eye, had made- 
moiselle, for the points of people. 

“Mon Dieu!” she murmured, rapturously 
clasping her hands. “ Quel ange ! quel fleur 
de lys ! On ne dirait jamais que ce n’etait que 
de la farine I ” 
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“ Good day,” said I. “ You are the miller, I 
suppose ? ” 

The apparition was evidently overcome by 
bashfulness. With lips slightly parted, he 
fumbled in his waistcoat -pocket, and finally 
produced a most unangelic little implement — the 
stump of a black clay pipe, with a bare half- 
inch of stem, which he stuck in his jaw. He 
seemed to get better after that, for when I re- 
peated my question, he hesitated only for a 
minute or two, and then answered me plump ; 

“ Noa,” said he. 

“What can you be, then?” asked Penelope 
in a high shrill voice. 

After a few minutes’ careful consideration he 
replied : — 

“A be the miller’s man.” 

This sensible and modest answer put us all in 
spirits. 

“ Is your master at home?” asked Eve. 

“ Noa, mum ; he talked o’ goan ta Yaam’th.” 

“And is he gone?” 
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He be gone, mum, sure enough/’ 

‘‘And are you going to grind to-day? ” 
‘^Noa, mum; we shawn’t be grindin’ any 
to-day.” 

He preserved his angelic aspect while he 
turned over each question in his mind, and 
slowly produced the answer. He was not 
loquacious, it was clear ; and when we ex- 
pressed a desire to visit the upper part of the 
mill, he turned himself silently about, and with 
a heavy step led the way up a rude, ramshackle 
ladder, to which only a hanging rope served as 
climber’s aid. 

Somehow or other we all contrived to get up 
on that crazy top floor where there was not 
room for one person to turn round comfortably, 
so crowded was it with queer shafts and cranks 
and pulleys, and beset with dangerous trap- 
doors. The wind rushed in at the little square 
opening that served as window, and clattered 
in the boards about our ears. I suppose,” 
said Eve, ‘Ht’stoo windy to grind at all some- 
times. Is it too windy to grind to-day? ” 
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The miller’s man gaped. Eve had presented 
two ideas to his mind in rapid succession, and 
the result was a complete damming up of his 

intelligence* 

In the hope of setting it working again, I 
extracted a coin from my waistcoat pocket, and 
allowing him ample time to consider it, and as 
it were to embrace the idea of it, I then shouted 
three words in his ear. 

In a moment he grasped coin and idea to- 
gether j then, seizing a rope, he disappeared 
with unexpected quickness through a trap-door. 
We heard some clicking below; then suddenly 
the whole universe seemed to groan and labour 
and turn about, and involve us all in a cumbrous 
and terrific wooden agony. 

“Thank you I” cried Eve, her hands to her 
ears, “that’s quite enough”; so with some 
difficulty I descended, and begged the angel to 
set the universe at rest again. His foolish hand 
commenced to operate, and presently all was 
still. 
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It was hard work getting the whole party 
down the gapped and rickety ladders- Eve 
stuck half way. Penelope lost her head, and 
had to be carried. Mademoiselle sat on the top 
step with a wide, hysterical smile, and declined 
to move. At last Eve thought of fetching tho 
miller’s man to carry her down. Mademoiselle 
looked affectingly upon her spotless delaine and 
her French jacket. “Decidement non,” she 
said. “II est beau; il est charmant; mais il 
est trop farineux. Il vaut mieux me casser le 
cou.” Upon which, I am told, she came down 
with great agility. 

Once down. Eve and I went to business, and 
spent a profitable half-hour among the sacks of 
English wheat — large and golden-grained—and 
the barley and rye besides. Eve ended by 
ordering enough to victual a canap. But I 
believe if she had ordered the windmill itself, 
the man would have shown no emotion. Never- 
theless, he improved on acquaintance. From 
the substance of his answers we gathered that 
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the halcyon days of the windmill were every- 
where over : there was no demand for English 
wheat : the poorest cottager preferred the taste- 
less snow-white foreign flour. 

Here was the explanation of the gapped sails 
and broken steps. Our windmill belonged 
already to the past and was fast becoming the 
stuff of romance. Already it had the air of a 
freak in its crazy simplicity, so different from 
the compact, ill-smelling cleverness of to-day’s 
inventions. Soon a windmill will be as rococo 
as a giraffe or as Don Quixote in the helmet 
of Mambrino. We shall be nourished on 
American flour, walk in American boots, read 
American novels. Do not our English lanes 
smell already of American oil trusts? 

As we turned to, go we looked with affection 
on the miller’s man. He was twisting the full 
sacks about as though they were casual feather- 
weights. In his muscle and his simplicity he 
too seemed to belong to the past. 

When we got home Eve lost no time in com- 
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municating with Popay,- who received the news 
of the consignment of flour with the enthusiasm 
of the true artist in bread. But when Eve came 
to mention the miller’s man, Popay was seized 
with the most disillusioning recollections. 

“There now!” said she. “Goodness me! 
You have seen that silly man? The most 
foolish in all the country, that’s w'hat he is. 
When I lived down in the village he used to 
come with the pig’s food twice a week for my 
friend that lived next door. Well, there now; 
but he was silly. She couldn’t bear the sight 
of him. She never would open the door more 
than an inch, and he would talk the most 
foolish nonsense in through the crack. And 
then she would shut the door in his face ; and 
still he would be standing outside like a sheep. 
And she do tell me he go there still. But he 
may go and stand there for ever ; my friend, she 
take no interest in men.” 

“When we got home,” did I say? But we 
were a long way from being home as yet. 
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While Mike and I harnessed Diogenes, Eve 
drew mademoiselle into the shadow of a hay- 
rick; there they held a short conversation, 
which was destined to have most important 
results, as you shall hear in due course. 



CHAPTER XX 


A WAYSIDE VISION 


AS soon as we had fairly started for home 
jLX Eve suggested that she and I had better 
ride very slowly so as to be at hand in case 
of difficulties. What happened afterwards 
showed that she had rightly interpreted the 
very mingled expression on mademoiselle’s face. 

The return journey was indeed one succession 
of unexampled miseries. In place of the merry 
going and the gay Te Detmis of the morning 
mademoiselle showed a penitential countenance 
and a limp hand on Diogeneses rein. He was 
slow at first to profit by his Jehu’s dejection. 
Perhaps his sides still remembered the applica- 
tions of the morning, for he went fairly well at 
first, and Eve was much gratified. 
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By degrees, however, he began to draw con- 
clusions from mademoiselle’s altered demeanour 
towards him, for he suddenly slackened his 
pace. Hearing nothing behind him but a de- 
pressed “ Hue ! hue ! ” he then playfully walked 
from one side of the road to the other. Eve 
and I dismounted. Mike jumped out of the 
tub, and running to the animal’s head, dragged 
at it in a humane way and tried to lead him 
along the road. Diogenes rolled a contemptu- 
ous eye upon him, sidled away, and finally 
stood stock still. 

“11 va se reposer maintenant,” said made- 
moiselle placidly, “il va tout casser. je m’en 

fiche.” 

Mother, mother ! shrieked Penelope pite- 
ously, scrambling out of the tub, “he’s going 
to lie down ! 

It was only too true j Diogenes was already 
curtseying between the shafts. 

Dropping both bicycles in the dust for Mike 
and Penelope to pick up, and snatching the 
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little whip out of the tub, I seized the animal 
by the head, backed him up in the shafts with 
some firmness, and then proceeded to urge him 
forwards, encouraging him at the same time 
with my voice and a mild application of the 
butt end of the foolish little whip that Eve had 
provided, and which broke at the first touch. 

It may have been fancy (Eve says she did 
not hear it), but from the tub behind I believe 
I heard mademoiselle say, in barely audible 
murmurs of gentle astonishment, “Monsieur 
se fache ! Oh, la, la, mon pauv’ Diogene ! ” 
Bitterly regretting our quixotic championship 
of the odious Diogenes, Eve and I by turns 
dragged and exhorted him towards home, while 
Mike and Penelope amused themselves de- 
structively with the bic}mles in our rear, and 
mademoiselle sat within the tub, the pensive 
mistress of the occasion. 

One more turn of the road, at the second 
milestone from home, just as we were wonder- 
ing how we should ever do the last two miles, 
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a sudden sound reached our ears. It was a 
shriek, which, if we had been old romancers, 
we should have called “eldritch.” 

But the unholy personality from which it 
proceeded demands, and shall have, a chapter 
to itself. 




CHAPTER XXI 


OLD NANCY 

B y the roadside there ran a narrow channel 
of grass, with a heap of road-mendePs 
stones in its midst. And there, on our nearer 
approach, we saw a most unusual sight. On 
the grass there capered and danced a dwarfish 
old body of a woman. 

Tethered as we were to the sulky Diogenes, 
we had every chance of scanning the dancing 
figure. As we came abreast of her, she seemed 
to us the most shocking old person it had ever 
been our lot to see. Her head reclined almost 
on her right shoulder, and this, as we after-* 
wards discovered, not so much from infirmity 
as from pure villainy. In proof of this her 

tongue hung out at an unheard-of angle, as 
I JI3 ^ 
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she danced and shuffled in her capacious boots. 
As for her clothes, they were not wanting in 
abundance : she was literally heaped with a 
confusion of rags. But her throat was bare, 
and her lowest petticoat did not suffice to hide 
her indescribable ankles. 

At the first glimpse of her Mike and Pene- 
lope hastily delivered both bicycles to their 
mother, and scrambling into the tub, clapped 
to the door. 

Just as we came alongside, the abhorrent old 
wife fetched in her tongue, and slightly erecting 
her head, clothed in a most irreverent sun- 
bonnet, she began to sing in a gay cracked 
treble, and to a most unearthly tune— 

** Give oi a penny, 

Give oi a penny, 

Ladies and gentleman, 

Give oi a penny.’’ 

After some hesitation I gave her a penny, the 
only copper I had, and we took up at once our 
uncomfortable march, not liking to show too 
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openly our astonishment, which indeed was 
converted as it rose into an instant half re- 
pugnance. 

We had not proceeded ten yards further, and 







Mike and Penelope were staring back from the 
tub, with horror widening their eyes, when the 
same eldritch cry again electrified us. We 
turned then, and saw the old dame had 
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promenaded into the middle of the road, and 
was looking after us. 

“ Hoo— ee — ee ! There's a kind, rich gentle- 
man with nothing but a copper for poor old 
Nancy I And him with his carriage and a 
dickey to it. To whit, to whoo — oo— oo — oo ! ” 
she hooted like a malevolent old owl, and 
executed meantime a final shuffle in the dust, 
which expressed more shockingly than I can 
say a kind of depraved contempt for us and 
all our belongings. 

And, indeed, I cannot quite describe the 
feeling, but an extraordinary sense of meanness 
overwhelmed our rear, and left us too depressed 
to struggle in any adequate degree with the 
leathern and obdurate Diogenes. 

But this sense of exposure soon gave way to 
a bitter indignation as the last whoop from 
Nancy reached our ears. 

“Mademoiselle,’* I said, firmly addressing 
the tub in that excellent French that Eve per- 
sists in depreciating, “ceci est trop fort, je 
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m*en vais. Cet animal est le fils du dtmion* 
Prenez-le et faites tout ce que vous voulez 
excepte le hat-pin que madame n’aime pas. 
Adieu.” 

Without a glance in the direction of made- 
moiselle’s countenance, but unable to avoid 
obtaining an impression from the farcical atti- 
tude of her hands, elbows, and shoulders, I 
received my bicycle from the flushed and ex- 
hausted Eve, desired her to mount her own, 
and in a moment we were enjoying a sudden 
and most blessed escape from our responsi- 
bilities. 


CHAPTOR XXII 


IDOL-WORSHIPPERS 

A FTER the heat and commotion of our late 
lx journey, you will be pleased to picture 
us reposing in the easiest of chairs in a shady 
corner of Aunt Agnes’s morning-room. Flanked 
by the most delectable of afternoon tea-tables, 
we were enjoying the sweet breeze that stole in 
from the garden, whose annals indeed we have 
much neglected of late. 

The vacancy of our repose was, however, soon 
interrupted by the sound of wheels and the 
brisk clattering of small hoofs, and in a moment 
the air was pervaded by the chiming treble of 
children’s voices. It was the return, and sooner 
than we expected. 

Unconscious of our presence behind the open 
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French windows, Mike and Penelope were re- 
lieving themselves by an irruption all over the 
lawn, when they were met by Pdpay in cap and 
apron. Thus we were at no trouble in gaining 
a little information, which in our exhausted 
condition was no slight advantage. 

For the children lost no time in shrieking 
to Popay their adventure of the dancing 
beggar-dame. 

“Ah, there now!” said Popay; “there 
now 1 you’ve been and met old Nancy ; that’s a 
wicked old thing, that is !— the wickedest in 
the village ! ” 

“ How does she be wicked, Popay? ” 

“ Well, indeed, that I couldn’t tell you. But 
she is a terr’ble wicked one ; and time was, 
they do say, when Nancy was the prettiest girl 
in all Leysham. ’Twas vanity that brought 
her ruin. But there, there ! I couldn’t tell you 
about her.” 

“ Has she got a house,, Popay ? Does she live 
all by herself? ” 
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“ Indeed, she has a very good house, but that 
dirty inside no one do want so much as to look 
in at the door. And Benjamin, her poor old 
husband, do go in mortal fear of her. And 
Nancy, she do beat him most crool ; and, lawk! 
how he do cry ! ” 

“What— an old man cry?” 

“ Ay ; cry, cry indeed, cry like a child. And 
not a neighbour dare go near for terror of the 
old woman. Oh, a wicked, a terr’ble wicked 
old woman is Nancy Sevely. Mind, now, 
neither of you never go near her, nor speak 
to her at all ; else she’ll be sure to work some 
mischief. Oh, a terr’ble, a terr’ble wicked old 
Woman is Nancy ! ” 



With such delectable particulars as those to 

r::' 

go upon, it was not long before the children 


had worked up the idea of Nancy into a regular 


bogey. Many were the strange scraps of in- 


formation they picked up concerning her and 


her habits in the course of their daily expedi- 
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For they were now travelling the roads as 
merrily as ever with mademoiselle and her 
Diogene. Eve could never get over a certain 
uneasiness as to the fresh methods that might 


be employed by mademoiselle. “I do not 
think it is good for children to drive a donkey,” 
she would say, with a sigh. “ I should like them 
to have a gentle and high-spirited creature who 
would go without urging.” I saw plainly that 
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she was meditating a pony, and made haste to 
change the subject for private reasons of my 
own. 

Sometimes Eve •would ask the children with 
assumed carelessness how they had got on. 
Then Penelope would giggle and say, “Oh, 
beautifully, mummy dear. Mademoiselle is so 
clever and speaks so nicely to Diogenes. She 
says that in France they have a hundred ways 
of making a donkey go, and I believe she 
knows them all.” 

But Mike, who has a more serious mind than 
Penelope, came to me in private one day, and 
“ Father,” he said, “is it true what mademoiselle 
says, that donkeys are fond of what she calls 
‘ oo ’ ? ” Now whatever did the boy mean ? 
But I told him not . to worry his mother. 

For Eve was just then concerned about what 
she called the children’s moral tone. On the 
Sunday before, old Nancy had planted herself 
in the road just as the congregation were 
coming out of church. When, after pulling- 
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a bunch of dock and dandelion from the road, 
she began to dance in the face of decorum and 
sing — 

Ladies and g-entlemen, 

Boy my sweet voilets. 

Give I a penny 

And boy my sweet voilets,” 

the children were convicted of visibly laughing 
under the very eye of Miss Clipsby. 

Moreover, Eve said they were often now 
playing at old Nancy and dancing in the 
shrubbery with shawls on and their tongues 
hanging out. She had still to discover that 
old Nancy had been transmuted in their minds 
into a sort of heathen idol, who must be pro- 
pitiated by sacrifice. 

It seems that old Nancy had the habit uf 
wandering the roads at regular hours each 
day, and searching the ditches for rags and 
such objects of value and interest, which, 
when discovered, she promptly thrust into her 
bosom. 

It was not till several articles, such as silk 
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pocket-handkerchiefs, pieces of cake, and anti- 
macassars, had disappeared that our suspicions 
were aroused. They became active when Eve 
saw Mike one day at lunch stealthily putting 
the bone of his mutton-chop into his pocket. 

Eve communicated with me after lunch, and 
together we watched the children run down the 
lawn to a corner of the hedge which bordered 
the road, comfortably out of sight of the house. 
We discreetly followed in time to see them 
lying on their stomachs by the hedge, shaking 
with suppressed laughter. 

Coming softly up, we stooped to look through 
the hedge, and there by the roadside lay the 
mutton bones, some collars and cuffs, odds and 
ends of bread, and one or two dusters and 
table-napkins. 

A horrid chuckle from the road warned us 
of the approach of Nancy. From our post 
behind a friendly bush we had the exquisite 
enjoyment of seeing the old dame tucking our 
property into her familiar receptacle. 
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Eve took the children back with her into the 
house. She must have been successful in 


reaching their consciences, for when I looked 
into the nursery next morning Mike had his 
night - shirt on over his clothes, while he 
preached fervently from within the legs of the 





overturned nursery table. Penelope, sitting 
in a row with thirteen or fourteen battered 
dolls and a humorous-looking elephant, was 
regarding him with a rapt expression which 
I had never before remarked upon her face. 

I listened to a few sentences, and then with- 
drew unseen, revolving in my mind the pos- 
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sible application of what appeared to be Mike’s 
text, “Jupiter loveth a cheerful giver.” 

But one thing was pretty plain— the children 
were holding a revival meeting. I mentioned 
the fact to Eve, without, however, quoting 
Mike s text, and she was quite touched. 


CHAPTER XXIII 
THE WEED HARVEST 

T^TFIEN once Thomas Matt had taken to 
^ ^ himself a temporary assistant with a 
blue beard, the weeds and ancient vegetables 
were soon all mowed down and hoed up and 
put into a cock fifteen feet by thirty. For three 
days this heap was the favourite resort of Mike 
and Penelope, who every afternoon threw down 
and scattered what Thomas Matt had erected 
in pride during the morning. On the third 
day they again got hold of the old mammoth 
turnip, and carved a kind of rude face on its 
rhinoceros rind. This they stuck on top of the 
cock. From thence it looked down upon us 
with a stare something resembling that of 
Thomas Matt. 
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Instead of resenting this device, Thomas Matt 
appeared to be gratified by it. Pitchfork in 
hand, he stood still to admire this heaped-up 
evidence of his own neglect, evidently finding 
in its proportions a secret source of pride. 

Carried away by my admiration of his sub- 
lime rusticity, I ventured upon some humorous 
and pertinent remarks about the weeds, ending 
up with a suggestion that it was a fine harvest, 
and that I supposed we must have a harvest- 
home. 

I noticed on making this allusion that Thomas 
Matt’s eyes opened to their widest extent, while 
he slowly transferred his entire mouth into his 
left cheek. This facial appearance was one 
which my short acquaintance with Thomas Matt 
had already taught me to distrust. 

“ Ya — as,” said he reflectively; “that wo’ld 
be w — whol’ — som’, and a bit friendly-Iike. 
There be many doin’s to a harvest wi’ us Leys- 
ham folk. Yaas, that there be! Haw, haw!” 
and he laughed horribly. “When the harvest 
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be car’ied, they do go about getherin’ larges. 
And when they have a-got it in they goes to 
the public, and they has a sing-song ! ” 

His tones were at once so joyous and so sug- 
gestive that I thought it best to change the 
subject. 

“ But how,” said I, “are we to get all those 
weeds taken away, Thomas ? ” 

“ There be dickeys in the vellage,” he replied, 
“that will ate that weed. And there be ole 
harses that will be thankfl ta have it for letter. 
Ef we burn it in the garden, ’twill smell ye all 
out. He so be that have a dickey will haul 
un off for northen.” 

Owing to my luckless suggestions of a 
harvest-home, and the consequent representa- 
tions made by Thomas Matt in the village, 
there was a gathering extraordinary of villagers 
at our gates and fringing the hedge and wail 
of our garden on the afternoon of our weed 
harvest. Amongst them the wagging head of 
the wold venerable was to be seen all agog 
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with excitement. Elongating and shortening 
himself by turns, he was continually disappear- 
ing and reappearing at unexpected points. 

At the gate were two donkey-carts, loaded 
high with weeds, and ready to start ; a third 
was being tramped by Thomas Matt's assistant, 
who looked unnaturally lanky against a beauti- 
ful green evening sky. 

We ourselves were assembled at the kitchen- 
garden end of the pergola, from thence observ- 
ing the familiar frieze of villagers and the 
wold venerable in their midst. I felt encouraged 
now to presume on a certain range of acquaint- 
ance, which permitted me to appear on the 
scene without straining their natural sense of 
the situation. The ancient man received me 
with rapture. 

“Well, to be deed,” he yelled, “that were 
a sight of weeds ! Ha-aaa ! Aa be vourscore 
and dree year old, an’ aa never see sich dree 
dickey carr’in the weed out a one gard’n ; that 
aa didn’t ! ” 
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Yis, bor ! ” said another ancient pensioner ; 
“an the gr’und do look coId-Iike wi’out no greet: 
coat to’t Tummus Matt, Tummus Matt, where 
be your savoys and Mary-greens ? ” 

For some reason Tummus Matt rather re- 
sented this. “Don’t you be too eager, Muster 
Blaze,” he said. “ The cabbidge is not growed 
like a masroom in a noight. ’Twill cost measter 
here a sight o’ money before there be cabbidges 
glowed on this ground; that ’twill, that ’twill!” 

It was Thomas Matt’s notion to keep con- 
tinually rubbing in the recollection of the cost 
of his entertainment. As if this were not 
sore enough, a minute after, when I had re- 
joined Eve and the children, I became aware 

of a deputation of two advancing, hat in hand, 
towards us. 

“What in the world is this?” I muttered to 
Eve. 

“Largesse!” she answered, smiling malici- 
ously ; “ we have heard all about it. Put your 
hand in your pocket, my dear. Thomas Matt 
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is very particular that it was the master’s own 
suggestion. It is their regular harvest custom.” 

The pair were very near by this. I smiled 
graciously upon them, and felt in my pockets, 
but to my consternation could only find half a 
sovereign, which, not to look foolish, I put into 
the preferred hat. In spite of my panic at the 
sacrifice, 1 could not help being delighted with 
the result of it. Both men backed away, and 
looked carefully one after the other into the 
hat. Then, bobbing and ducking to Eve and 
me, they uttered a rapid, half-intelligible rigma- 
role — 

*‘God bless the meastcr, oicastrcss too, 

And health, and prosper all yc do ! 

And fill your floor and fill your barn 
So close as bread wV woats and earn. 

And so we go, and so wc come 
To joy ourselves at Harvest-whoam/' 









CHAPTER XXIV 


THE SING-SONG 


T hat same evening— 

“ I wonder what a sing-song is like 
said Eve to me. 

Quarter of an hour later we were walking 
down the village street. The house doors were 
for the most part open, and women in white 
aprons were popping in and out of each other’s 
gates like rabbits in the dusk. There was a 
pleasing animation abroad ; no doubt each one 
was inspired with a feeling of pride in the 
deputy she had contributed, directly or in- 
directly, to that evening’s celebrations. 

The village inn was a charming little place, 
with an irregular thatched roof that suggested 
Miss Mitford and country idylls rather than 
beer. 
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As soon as we got near we became aware of 
a dull, droning sound launched upon the air, 
which evidently proceeded from human lungs, 
and which was calculated to persist for the 
greatest length of time with the least possible 
wear and tear to the human frame. 

We walked up and down with as finished an 
appearance of nonchalance as we could assume ; 
then, trusting in the thickening of the dusk, we 
stood for a few minutes near the door. 

The buzzing noise from within soon resolved 
itself into a hoarse chorus, the words of which 
we were presently able to make out. 

This was how it went— 


Green ■leaves they were, ■■ 
Green leaves they were, 
Green leaves' they were,' 
Green leaves, 
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We listened for a long time ; then, ‘‘ What is 
it they’re singing ? ” said Eve to a white-aproned 
woman who had popped round the corner to 
look at us. 

‘*Oh, dare, oh, dare, pore craathers!” said 
she; ‘‘that’s what they’re singin’ when they’re 
too shame-faced to start a toon. Sometimes 
they do go on like that an hour an’ more. 
There’s no toon in it, raly ; a body can sing 
any toon he like. Hare, now.” 

We did “hare,” till Eve said her brain was 
going. 

So we went for quite a good walk, but when 
we came back there it was, still going on. 

“Good heavens!” cried she, hastily seizing 
my arm, and we set off again. 

When we arrived a third time, to our relief, 
there was a promising stillness, broken only by 
a rumbling sound like that of a man in the 
agonies of clearing his throat. This went on 
for a while. Presently a loud voice interfered. 

“ Stop that hackin’,” it said. 
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' There was a man that had two sons, 
And both of tiiein were brothers. 
Tobias was the name of one, 
Triangus of the other. 


' Now these two lads went one tine day 
The old red cow to find ; 

Tobias he got on before, 

Triangus on behind. 
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“ They went to town a coat to seek, 

The two of them of one day : 

Tobias wore it all the week, 

Triangus on a Sunday,” 

Here the singer broke down in a fearful 
fit of coughing*, which lasted an uncommon 
time, 

u jf Jtwas to save me life,’^ he gasped at last, 
puffing like a dog in the water, couldn’ 
sing no more, I couldn’ now.’’ 

There was a prolonged murmur of sympathy 
and encouragement, 

‘^’Twas all that hackin’ he did before he 
started,” said the first voice. 

be raly a pity to stop,” screamed the 
wold venerable. ^‘That be a rare sweet old 
song. I like to hare o’ Tobias’s coat o’ many 
colours. I’ve knowd that song since ever I 
stood upo’ my two lags. My granfaader, he 
were a capital ole singer, he were. I be vour- 
score an’ dree year ole ” 

^*Say no more now, Agas Goose,” said the 
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voice of Thomas Matt, “Lave that swede in 
the grut. That yarn’s gettiiT very near as old 
as your granfaader. Let the man have a chance 
to finish his sung,” 

But the man would not finish his song. He 
groaned and “hacked” and coughed, and his 
audience argued with him till Eve and I were 
tired out. We walked up and down, and at 
last E\e said she would go home. 

We had hardly got any distance when a 
familiar rumble lent energy to our retreat. 

It was to the music of “Green leaves they 
,, , th«3.t .wc fled towards IioiTi' 0 * 




CHAPTER XXV^ 


THOMAS MATT JUSTIFIED 

A S soon as the garden beds were cleared of 
. weeds, the lawns mowed and rolled, and 
the garden walks gravelled afresh, it was aston- 
ishing how soon the flowers showed themselves. 
It was as though they came out in battalions 
together to triumph at the defeat of the weeds. 
Now that the hot weather was come, the chil- 
dren seemed to prefer its cool shades even to 
the delights of running bare-legged about the 
sands. Penelope would say in a very deter- 
mined way, “Now if anybody wants me to do 
my hair, or brush my teeth, or tidy my bed- 
room, or go for a walk, I shall not be able 
to bear it.’^ Then she would retire under a 
favourite tree, where she would lie on her 
^39 
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headed assistant was to be seen digging and 
tilling, and making provision, as far as I could 
judge, for a noble crop of peas and salads in 
November. At the same hour Thomas Matt 
was to be seen slowly tacking about among 
the thickets of Scotch roses and cinnamon 
roses; the dwarf bushes that shone in rows 
under the south wall, and the climbers that 
rambled everywhere. 

Occasionally he was to be seen upon his 
knees, a monstrous bulk (Thomas Matt's waist- 
coat behind was more capacious than any 
person’s I ever saw), engaged in trimming ins 
pinks. He had a most agreeable way of cul- 
tivating them into circular patches, two feet 
across. These became in due time covered 
with thousands of blossoms, like miniature 
drifts of snow. At night these patches shone 
everywhere like silver, and their perfume was 
extraordinary. When the moon was up, and 
the Norfolk wind had sunk to a salt air come 
up from the sea, Eve and I used to walk 
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round and round and up and down the garden 
paths, and wonder if winter in London were 
a dream. 

At this time we were all tanned and freckled 
to an alarming extent. Ever since Mike and 
Penelope had taken to sandals, their legs had 
been a serious family concern, for they were 
all four become as indelicate a crimson as 
Aunt Agnes’s beautiful drawing-room chairs 
and sofas, that Eve had very properly covered 
up in country-looking chintz. 

It was no wonder indeed if we were all very 
burnt. There is something peculiarly rasping 
in Norfolk atmospheric effects, and to these 
we were exposed for about fourteen hours 
every day. For it had become our habit to 
hold an amateur French breakfast-party every 
morning early, under the shade of a weeping 
willow on the lawn. 

At these repasts mademoiselle assisted with 
enthusiasm, fetching and carrying home-baked 
loaves of wheat-bread, rye-bread, potato-flour- 
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cum-wheat bread, corn bread a V Americaine ; 
yes, every possible combination and colour of 
bread, from the most scrupulous chemic white 
to the blackest brown ; jugs of coffee too, and 
generous bowls of cream. And as she went 
and came she sniffed the morning air with 
rapture, and bade the children thank the good 
God for their breakfast. “Oh, the good sun- 
shine ! ” she would cry’’, with sincere delight. 
“Oh, the good air so fresh, and the little 
flowers that smell of the dew ! How the morn- 
ing reanimates the heart ! (Comme le matin 
ranime le coeur !).” And though we did not 
feel inclined to express ourselves as innocently 
as mademoiselle, there is no doubt that we 
took a sort of primitive delight in these break- 
fasts. Once, and once only, was there any 
cloud cast upon our cheerfulness, and that was 
on the tragical occasion when Polyphemus 
took his revenge. 



tnis particular morning poor Penelope 
had come downstairs with a grievance ; 
Mike had been up at half-past seven, and had 
gone off on a private expedition of his own 
with William Trattles, without taking the 
trouble to wake her. Penelope looked on this 
as an act of treachery, and her naturally plea- 
sant temper was a good deal ruffled. 

So when Mike began — 

“ Penelope, I have thought of a really holy 
game for to-morrow ; we will play at the Danes 
robbing the monasteries.” 

Penelope openly scoffed. 

“ Don’t make faces,” said Mike. 

“ Don’t make faces ? Gracious ! What may 
you do, then?” 


'I f. ,1.1. 
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Here a murmur of expostulation from Eve 
recalled Penelope to the decencies of life. 

“ I know, mother,” said she, still glaring. 

** Oh, children, you should never let 
Your angry passions rise." 

Eve now gazed upon the mocking Penelope 
with an expression of grieved astonishment. 

Penelope, is it you that can speak so to your 
mother she said. 

know, mummie,” said Penelope, half cry- 
ing and flinging herself on her mother’s 
shoulder. 

‘‘ The ravens shall pick out their eyes, 

And eagles eat the same." 

Evidently the good Dr. Watts’s influence is 
still a living one. 

Mother’s precious,” said Eve fondly, gazing 
upon the still slightly mutinous countenance 
of her daughter. 

‘^Precious mother!” promptly answered Pene- 
lope, with all the warmth of her hot little heart ; 
and peace was at once restored. 

h 
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But if Penelope had arisen in a warlike tem- 
per, her idol Polyphemus appeared, on the 
other hand, to be in a strange, sneakish 
state. All the morning he had been trying to 
sit on people’s laps and get under their chairs, 
lie always had a newspaper to sit on at meats ; 
and now, though it was only half through 
breakfast, he was spread out upon it, close up 
to the side of Eve’s chair, in a state of inflated 
and excessive bliss. The scene was as Arcadian 
as you please, for Polyphemus might have 
passed for a stage sheep, he was so large and 
woolly. 

“ Polyphemus is much better for the change 
of air,” said Penelope, 

“He’s lookin’ rippin’,” said Mike. 

“ Oui, monsieur ! Oui, madame ! ” cried 
mademoiselle in joyous accents, as she hovered 
about with a plate of hot rolls j “Polypheme 
est tout k fait r^tabli dans sa sante. Voyez- 
vous comme it est gras.” (Mademoiselle always 
said “g — r — r — ras,” as if it was very fat in- 
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deed, fatter than fat.) **Son petit coeur est 
bien content ! Voyez-vous comme il sourit au 
bon soleil ! ’’ 

For some reason or other mademoiselle’s 
charming French sentiment always infuriated 
Penelope. Seizing her moment, Mother,” 
she cried, with great vehemence, ‘‘must made- 
moiselle keep a frog in our water-jug up- 
stairs ? ” 

“ A frog? ” said Eve and I together. 

Mademoiselle turned crimson and darted a 
speaking glance in Penelope’s direction. 

“Yes, a frog. She talks to it when she goes 
to bed and when she gets up in the morning. 
And he gets out and about the floor, and Pm 
sure some day he will get into my bed, and then 
I should die.” 

“ Or the frog ! ” said I. 

“Oh, monsieur ! Oh, madame ! ” cried made- 
moiselle in agony; “ne me privez pas de ma 
grenouille, je vous en prie ! C’est une si char- 
mante petite bete, et si intelligente ! Elle me 
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connait, j’en suis sure. Je trouve qiie c’est tros 
mal cleve de mademoiselle Pencloppe de ne pas 
1 aimer, et il faut dire qii’elle cherche toute 
occasion de la mettre en colGe ! ” 

“Penelope tickles the frog in the jug with 
hei toothbrush,” said Mike, grinning, “and 
mademoiselle shrieks and cries, ‘Oh, macherie!’ 
Mademoiselle is very kind to him, and catches 
flies for him. I tell Penelope she has the 
plagues of Egypt in her bedroom, and it makes 
her wild ! ’’ 

I think, said Eve mildly, ^^you are a nasty 
little boy, Master Mike. And I think Penelope 
ought not to tickle the frog or tease made- 
moiselle. And as for you,” she went on, turn- 
ing to that young person, “don’t you think we 
might find another place for the frog to live 
besides your water-jug?” 

“ Mais, madame,” said mademoiselle com- 
batively, “elle est si bien dans cette cruche ! ” 
The further course of this debate was inter- 
rupted by a sudden irruption of our friend the 
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cock thrush, who, followed by his mate, flew 
chattering loudly into our tree. In passing, 
he had almost threatened to alight on Poly- 
phemus’s head, so that all exclaimed ; and I 
could not help ejaculating, ‘‘ What a passion 
the little beggar is in this morning ! ” 

At the first onslaught Polyphemus crept 
trembling under Eve’s chair ; the cock thrush, 
apparently quite indifferent to our presence, 
flew on to the nearest branch of willow ; then, 
perched quite near us, he and his mate began a 
perfectly deafening shriek and chatter, scolding 
us as if their hearts would burst. 

Really,” cried Eve, “what can be the 
matter? — they seem to be in a frenzy. I shall 
have to go indoors. I cannot bear such a 
noise,” and she rose from her seat. 

Hardly had she taken two steps when she 
exclaimed, “ Oh, dear me ! whatever is that in 
the grass over there?” and turned hastily in the 
direction she had pointed. 

We all followed. Polyphemus fled, an image 
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of guilty terror, at a cringing gallop into the 
house ; the thrushes pursued him all the way, 
yelling like twin furies and swooping at him 
right up to the very doorstep. No doubt they 
were as terrible to him as Dr, Watts’s eagles 
and ravens must have been to the imagination 
of the undutiful child of half a century ago. 

When we stood by Eve, the poor birds’ 
passion was explained. On the lawn, scattered 
in the grass at her feet, were some small, spotted 
feathers and a pitiful little bird’s wing — all that 
was left to tell of Polyphemus’s revenge. He 
had breakfasted on the first of the fledgelings 
who had tried the outer world. For two days 
Polyphemus was without a friend in the world 
except Penelope, who took him for serious 
exercise in the paddock; the rest of the time 
he was shut up in the back kitchen. 

For two days three monstrously fat baby- 
thrushes hopped and ran about the flower-beds, 
guarded by their heroic parents, who, I am sure, 
had got no sleep for a fortnight. On the third 
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morning they were gone dean away, and we r 
never saw them again. But for days afterwards 
Polyphemus went in fear of his life, and suffered 
as much nervous torment as any Tsar of the 
Russias. 

Thomas Matt was delighted. 

^‘That ^ere cypress cat o’ yourn,” he re- 
marked, chuckling, for all he be so wonderful 
big, he have no heart at all. He be no match 
for a little bit o’ a Leysham thrush ! ” 



ClfAPTER XXVII 
tbattles 

T T was Miss CHpsby who, on the last but 
one occasion, when she happened to call 
just about tea-time, unluckily persuaded us to 
engage young William Trattles as “Buttons” 

to the estviblishment, 

“His mother,” said she, “washes for the 
Rectory. You may have noticed how beauti- 
fully got up Dr. Basfleefs surplices always are, 
and I must say that when young William was 
one of my scholars at the Sunday-school, he 
was the neatest-Iooking boy in the class. I 
remember dear Dr. Basfleet noticing him more 
than once. To be sure the Farnels found him 
rather tiresome, but then what Mrs. Farnel calls 
Dr. Farnel’s nerves made the poor child un- 
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easy. You can guess, my dear, what Dr. 
Farners nerves really are. Dear Dr. Basfleet 
says . . . but there, I declare I never do 
gossip, and never shall. His mother says he 
is a most affectionate boy,, always won by kind- 
ness. And there he is at home now, with 
nothing to do, and depending on good Mrs. 
Trattles’s washing, and the dear little suit he 
brought off from Mrs. Farners with him, 
running to waste . . . tho^ to be sure (here 
Miss Clipsby permitted herself something like 
a titter), ‘^poor Willim’s figure has always in- 
clined to embonpwang, and Dr. Farnel declared 
his waist began under his chin, and the tailor 
complained dreadfully when he made the little 
shoot.” (Miss Clipsby, it may be observed 
here, suffered from what Eve called ^‘pro- 
nunciations,” which affected a few words in her 
vocabulary. We imagined they must be here- 
ditary, and due to her coming of such a very 
good old Norfolk family.) 
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Within three days William Trattles arrived 
in the little suit complete. One’s first impres- 
sion of it was of an enormous number of 
buttons, besides which he appeared to be 
furnished with a greater number of protuber- 
ances than any boy I ever saw. His face was 
secondary to Iiis suit, for his suit had all the 
appearance of having been made first. It was 
freckled. His features were stuck about at 
random, like currants in a Norfolk dumpling. 
His head was enlivened with spikes of hair and 
two spirited ears. His eyes were grey and 
sparkling. His voice revealed an unexpected 
buzz and squeak, which had a pleasant kind of 
Band of Hope drum-and-fife effect. 

One strange thing we observed was that the 
moment Mike and William encountered, their 
eyes gleamed on each other with a sudden 
unhallowed perception of each other’s possi- 
bilities. A hideous sympathy was that very 
moment established between them. They lived 
in a circle of boyish understanding, from which 
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poor Penelope was shut out, an exclusion 
which, as a minx of spirit, she keenly reseated. 
Good Mrs, Trattles had sent up a message 
that first afternoon that William was a delicate 
boy and unfit for any exertion. Popay was 
most indignant, and immediately set the ppor 
child to polish fifteen pairs of boots and shoes 
which she had been hoarding up for him. But 
Eve s motherly heart was touched. 

‘‘How,” said she, “would I like Mike to go 
like that into a strange house, covered with 
buttons and with no one to love him?” 

This was unanswerable, and it was, besides, 
I pleasant to see the gentle solicitude with which 

Eve inducted the large-eared scamp into his 
duties. But you might as well have tried to 
get a hold upon a Norfolk wind as upon 
Trattles. Whenever he was wanted he was not 
to be found. The fact is that when he was sent 
on a message into the village, the boy laid leg 
to ground and betook himself to his own proper 
hamlet of Hurnsby, two and a half miles off. 
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Somewhere or other he had the skeleton of a 
full-sized bicycle without tyres, and as the 
number of his buttons made him very con- 
spicuous, we were continually getting news 
of his strange appearances at an incredible 
distance from home. But this inconvenience 
was nothing compared -with the dismay that 
was caused when Mike began to be missing 
too. 

One morning, about ten days after Trattles’s 
installation, mademoiselle arrived in a state 
of frenzy with spread palms. Mike had, she 
said, been so ungenteel she could do nothing 
with him. 

vill visile to zat Tr — r — ^rattles from ze 
vindow and oall, ‘Vill — am, Vill — am/ and pull 
ze tongue at me. Ah, ah I And now he have 
run away ! 

With that mademoiselle burst into a flood 
of tears, and announced her intention of return- 
ing to France. 

Eve immediately despatched me in pursuit, 


TEATTLES 


157 


and I had not far to seek, for as I strolled along 
the road I heard a great noise from the direction 
of the sea. Then out of the distance I saw 
dawn a fore-shortened donkey, with a com- 
pound rider who apparently had 

4 legs, 

4 arms, 

I head, 

1 body, 

2 voices. 

Greatly alarmed, I stepped behind a tree, and 
soon had the pleasure of resolving the spectacle 
into Mike and Trattles riding Diogenes at a 
walloping gallop towards home. 

Much relieved and reflectihg on the whole- 
some reception that awaited them, I went on 
towards the sea. When I got back and passed 
by the dining-room door, I heard a miserable 
sniffing within. It came from one of the 
corners, where I perceived Mike in a pious- 
penal position. 



158 THE DIVERTED VIIXAGE 

“Hello, Mike!" I said, “What we you 

doing down at the sea?” 

Mike looked round at me, scowling quite 
savagely. “ We wasn’t in the sea,” said he. 

“ Where were you, then ? ” 

“ We was on the beach.” 

“ What were you doing on the beach?” 
Encouraged by my mild demeanour and 
seized by the urgency of his recollections, 
Mike came forth, imperceptibly edging his way 
out of his corner. 

“I tell you,” he said, “William is clever. 
He took my old tin horse and climbed up the 
chff, and stuck it in a swallow-hole, and we was 
shying stones at it. It was most marvellous 
all the times William’s stones hit ! ” 

“ What did you do with the donkey ? ” 

‘Oh, he was all right, eating sand. And 
can I come out of my corner 
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such a tragical expression of countenance that 
Mike was seized with a great howl of grief, and 



plunged head first into her armsj where I 
thought it best to leave him. 

It was not on this occasion that Eve dis- 
missed Trattles ; nor yet that afternoon when 
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Mrs. Brinsby Topham called, and was answered 
by liim, “Yes, ma’am, she is at home ; but she 
isn’t fit to be seen.” Simply because poor Eve 
had a headache. 

No ; it was on that terrible day when the 
Rector was so kind as to take us up as we were 
walking back from the nearest broad. As we 
drove down the village street, we encountered 
the veteran Agas Goose, his eyes nearly start- 
ing out of his head with merriment. 

“ Marnin’, reverent ; marnin’, ma’am,” he 
shouted; “yew’ll happen acrost a fine sight 
above on ta gaat. I’ld give tliem urchins a 
sound good twiltin’ if I was you. Enjoyin’ 
their poipes, be they? It’s a good thackin’ 
they’ll get, I told ’em ” 

* « « Ht 

Poor Mike fretted so much after William 
Trattles that Eve promised that the long- 
deferred visit to Yarmouth should take place 
the following Wednesday. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE RIDE TO YARMOUTH 

Y armouth was our Yarrow. All the 
summer we had left it un visited. Now at 
last we were to prove whether or no it were the 
paradise, something canaille in character, of 
which we had heard such conflicting reports. 
On the one hand, we had been told of train- 
loads of Yahoos thither bound, who even in 
their rapid passage scared the decent, quiet 
towns they travelled through. On the other 
hand, Yarmouth was evidently the village 
Mecca. All the promising young men from 
Leysham went to Yarmouth, and came back 
with watches. Young women journeyed thither 
with immense bows in their hats, and returned 
smiling candidates for matrimony. 
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Such fortune could never be Eve’s and mine. 
Our hopes were of a — I was going to say, 
milder character, but that is not the word. 
What we really did want to see was the Yar- 
mouth bloater in its proper .scenery. 

We had decided to bicycle there and back ; 
and this meant fifty miles, the longest distance 
Eve had ever ridden. Mademoiselle and the 
children were to accompany us in an open 
waggonette. We fixed an extravagantly early 
hour for the starting out — seven a.m. This was 
politic, for it enabled us actually to leave The 
Leys at nine. 

At half-past eight we were all assembled upon 
the lawn in apparent readiness. Thomas Matt 
stood rooted like a cabbage in the middle of a 
flower-bed, gazing stolidly at us. Mademoiselle 
stiffly whisked Penelope about by the hand ; 
both of them looking very smart indeed in 
clean frocks. At an upper window appeared 
Popay, smothered in grief and a dazzling 
pocket-handkerchief. Popay had been already 
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six times to Yarmouth, and steady as she was, 
appeared inconsolable that we should go there 
without her. At the back gate was a cart 
loaded with floury sacks; a white bull-terrier 
sat on the box-bench, holding the reins in his 
mouth, and though we could not see him very 
plainly, we knew he was craning forward to get 
a good view of us. He was the miller’s dog, and 
he sorted particularly well with the miller’s man, 
the one supplying all the vivacity and social 
quality that the other lacked. 

Lunch baskets, shawls, umbrellas, great-coats, 
and other little necessaries being safely placed 
on board the waggonette, I proceeded to assist 
Mike into his place beside the driver. As soon 
as I had well got hold of him, the extra- 
ordinary consistence of the child alarmed me. 
He wriggled like an eel, but he was as heavy 
as lead, and as padded as a hippopotamus. 
Having hauled him down, I searched his 
pockets. The little beggar had long looked 
forward to this expedition, and here are some 
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of the personal effects had pro- 

vided himself, and whic«\,|i:i)pblig'hd him to 
disgorge. 

I air-pistol, 

I box of explosive caps {intended 
for another weapon), 

1 pocket-book, 

1 dead linnet, 

I fishing rod, 

I tobacco pipe, 

I box of matches, 

30 favourite stones, 

1 spade and pail, 

I table-knife, 

4 earthworms for bait. 


Every item of this collection was debated by 
Mike with considerable fury. Penelope joined 
in the debate with so much feeling that I 
suggested to Eve that she should make a per- 
quisition. And it was well she did, for Poly- 
phemus was discovered smothered in a bag 
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under a Ti|aggonette while under 

the cushio'H \^^‘-'|^Scented-soap box full of 
caterpillars. 

‘^My dear child, said Eve, ‘^they will die 
shut up in that very strong smell. See, they 
have no air/’ 

“My beloved ma,” said Penelope firmly, 
“they have no noses, and cannot smell. So 
how can they die?” 

However, at last these little differences of 
opinion were adjusted, the waggonette was 
comfortably packed, and we started. 

The roads were smooth and white and level. 
The wind was northerly, and at our backs. 
This meant that we scudded along at a spark- 
ling pace on our bicycles, easily outdistancing 
the waggonette. As we gazed along the level 
lands we saw an ecclesiastical perspective of 
many leagues, like nothing we had ever seen 
before, and consisting of a series of diminish- 
ing church towers. Shall I say sixteen, eigh- 
teen, twenty? — the twentieth just coquetting 
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with the horizon. They were much better than 
milestones, and seemed more frequent. We 
had no sooner sped past one than another 
appeared at the turn of the road ; very often 
it stood in a forlorn, unvillaged loneliness, 
with nothing but a plump vicarage a little Avay 
off to countenance it. 

Those that nearly approached the sea edge 
had very high towers, evidently intended to 
serve as landmarks to ships. On the landward 
side the towers decreased in height, appearing 
squat by contrast with their taller brethren. 
Most of these churches were of the usual mud 
and flint Norfolk type, bleakly posted on some 
bit of rising ground. Some few were beauti- 
ful. One in especial we remember, that stood 
sheltered in a ■wood; a fine church, with a 
thatched roof, and walls covered with climbing 
roses. The churchyard was green and kindly 
cared for, and as rural as White’s Selborne. 
In strong contrast was another church not far 
away, a large building on top of a hill. With- 
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in, the roof was entirely of carved dark oak, 
studded with flfghts of winged and painted 
angels. Below, the floor of uneven flags, the 
poor rows of pews, the broken screen, the 
mildewed walls, all were alike neglected. 

^‘It is paradise above, and the catacombs 
below,” whispered Eve. 

‘‘Or like a miser housed in a palace,” said 
I, and .with a last look at the wonderful angel 
roof we slipped thankfully out of the chill air 
into the sunshine. Some miles further on we 
decided to wait for the children, “For Heaven 
only knows,” said Eve, “what dreadful thing 
they may be doing.” 

Accordingly we perched ourselves on a stile 
outside a church surrounded by a vast turnip 
Held. Presently we heard in the distance a 
sound of cherubic voices, blending with the 
sighing of the seaside airs in the turnip leaves. 
Over the roll of the wheels the words were 
by-and-by wafted to us — 

“On descendit i la cuisine, 

On descendit h la cuisine, 

En sauce blanche, blanche, blanche, il fut mang-e . . 
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“How delightful!” said Eve. “The 
quite good. What a comfort I Let us 


tvt: uiu nurry on; ana then we came to a 
broad — Coaksby Broad— the flattest piece of 
water in the world, with a thin strip of meadow 
and sedge, and one elongated cow between its 
remotest reach and the sky. Eve was in rap- 
ture at the sight ; she jumped off her bicycle 
with such suddenness that my machine came 
near discharging me into the broad, which in 
the most amicable way was lapping the very 
high-road. 

Hard by we saw a long, wooden boat-landing, 
very cool for sitting upon and dangling one’s 
dusty shoes near the water. There we sat and 
pretended we were young and foolish araiii 
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a second more we distinguished the frantic 
jabbering of mademoiselle and the rollicking 
rejoinders of the children. When the waggon- 
ette came up, lo and behold, Mike and Pene- 
lope riding joyously and most riskily on the 



lower back step of the vehicle, and struggling 
for the best place, while mademoiselle excitedly 
attempted to dislodge them and drag them 
into the body of the vehicle by main force. 
It suiSiced for me merely to saunter out into the 
road, when immediately, as if by magic, Mike 
and Penelope were to be seen demurely seated 
in the body of the waggonette, 'with very red 
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faces, and their hats on crooked. Mademoiselle 
shut to the door with a clap, and as she very 
decently made no complaints, but folded her 
hands and gazed upon us with a wide, pro- 
fessional smile, we suffered the little party to 
trot unmolested out of our sight. 

“I think,” said Eve, “we had better follow 
them. I do not like their looking too much 
like a travelling menagerie on the road; and you 
cannot tell what they are going to do next.” 

But when we came up the spirit of the little 
party was completely changed, Mike and Pene- 
lope were in that inquiring, philosophical mood 
which leads to some of the most trying passages 
that parents ever suffer from their offspring. 

“ In the beginning of the world,” said Mike, 
leaning- out of the waggonette and speaking in 
a high, clear voice, “savages could not be 
married, for there was no clergyman. How- 
ever did they manage to get children ? ” 

Fortunately it was Penelope who interfered. 

“No, Mike,” she said, with the accent of 
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authority, ‘4hat is not the wonder ; this is it: 
There must have been a first baby ; now, who 
was it that nursed him?” 


All the rest of the way Eve appeared thought- 
fill and distraite. Even when I announced at 
last the distant smoke cloud that hung over 
Yarmouth she took little or no interest. 

‘^Oh, is that Yarmouth?” she said in an 
everyday, adventure- killing tone. ‘^Really, 
do you know, the more I think of Penelope’s 
idea the more puzzled I get. Who did nurse 
the first baby? ” 

“Surely,” said I, “a strange question for an 
Eve to ask 1 ” 



CHAPTER XXIX 


YARMOUTH 


T he last few miles across the endless 
Caister flats almost killed us. And not 
so much from fatigue as from the desolate 
hideousness of the scene. On the right were 
sad, gre)^ marshes, before us the long, level road, 
the grey smoke, and immense chimneys of Yar- 
mouth ; on the left was the dismantled hulk of 
a windmill looking as bluebottles used to look 
after Mike had done with them ; on the left, 
too, was the only relief, a glimpse of the always 
magnificent North Sea. This piece of the road 
lengthened as we went, and appeared to take 
longer to traverse than all the rest of the 
journey put together. - However, it was over 
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I called out to Eve in a vast relief, “See, we 
are in at last !” But she made no reply. Her 
eyes were fixed on her front wheel, and by her 
expression I knew she, like myself, was still 
meditating Penelope’s awful riddle — 

“Who nursed the first baby?” And as a 
corollary — “Who sat on the first egg?” 



Before we had reached the market-place Eve 
and I had definitely abjured Darwin and his 
Origin of Species^ and believed as devoutly in 
the garden of Eden and Adam and Eve as any 
Rector of Leysham. 

Curiously enough, while we were waiting in 


174 the DIVEETED VILLA(^E. 

whom should we see but the Rector in an open 
carriage, disappearing round a corner ! We 
thought of pursuing him, but feared to miss 
the waggonette. 

We had a moment or two before it joined us 
in w'hich to look about. The market was 
thronged with an immense motley crowd of 
people not like any cro%vd we had seen before. 
East-country folk, foreign sailors, people with 
Dutch faces, people wdth gipsy faces, streamed 
up and down the alleys that ran between the 
four great rows of covered booths. Their 
clothes were of every shade of brow'rt and 
seedy black, drab green, and sailor blue. 
Hardly a pretty woman’s face was to be seen, 
but there were some strange and even power- 
ful types ; the men were stout and fairly hearty- 
looking, and comelier than the women. There 
was a general air of poverty well-to-do, and not 
too particular. The whole scene belonged to 
another England than that which we knew ; it 
might have walked straight out of a picture of 
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Hogarth's — if Hogarth had ever been to Yar- 
mouth.' 

We were still trying to explain the sensation 
of the scene to each other, when mademoiselle 
and the children drove up, hilarious, and burn- 
ing to be on the beach of whose wonders 
Leysham never spared talking. 

Thither, then, we made our way; and if the 
market-place beggared description, what shall 
we say of the beach, which was not in the least 
like Hogarth, but like one of the forgotten 
visions of Mr. Frith? 

A pandemonium for us, it was a paradise for 
its chosen. Here was another world from the 
market-place — a rout of ten thousand, culled 
from a hundred distant towns, thoroughly en- 
joying every square inch of the beach, and 
each other’s society. The hubbub that went 
up from this multitude along the borders of the 
sea was indescribable. At last we managed to 
find a vacant square yard upon which we shot 
mademoiselle and the children within hearing 
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of a band of harps and violins, a party (jf 
nigger minstrels, and different voluble com- 
mercial interests. Eve began to murmur. 
“My dear,” I said, “you faithfully promised 
them this exquisite treat. Leave ’em alone, and 
it will do ’em good.” With that I bestowed 
the entire picnic - basket upon the radiant 
mademoiselle, who was clasping her hands and 
crying, “Ah, que c’est gai ! Quel bonheur 
pour nous, mes chers petits enfants!” and 
hastily removed Eve to a hotel. 

What went on at the hotel I need not say. 
Enough that Eve entered there dusty and tired 
out, and emerged radiant and equal to fresh 
adventures. 

But what was our cpiistcrnation on returning 
to the beach to find — mademoiselle, with a 
nun in regulation black and white holding 
either hand, and the tears streaming down her 
face, while they all three talked French with 
one voice and the same breath. 

The two nuns were in charge of some two 
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thousand young hopefuls from Sheffield or 
Wolverhampton, or some such place. At first 
we could not see Mike and Penelope, but at 
length in a ring of the nuns’ charges we dis- 
covered them. Mike was showing two boys 



shoe. Penelope was so lost in admiration for 
a dirty little boy in black velvet that she could 
not divert her eyes to her parents. 

There was an appalling atmosphere of friend- 
liness and good fellowship everywhere. As I 
approached Mike, a young fellow, with his hat 
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on the b^ck: of his head and a girl on his arm, 
stopped in front of me. 

“This is my best girl, sir,” he said. “What 
do you think of her?" 

The young woman was st» indescribably 
decorated that at first I could do nothincr 
but gape. Then hastily saying, “She’s too 
handsome, my good fellow ; for your own sake, 
I beg you to take her away," I seized upon 
Mike, and telling mademoiselle we would cal! 
for her in an hour, Eve and I got the children 
into a trap and drove ofl’ to the Fish Market. 

After the scene we had just been through, the 
calm repose and beauty of the Fish Market 
appeared almost religious. The ground was 
carpeted in shining scales. The ranks of 
brown wicker baskets, that stretched a quarter 
of a mile, were piled with glimmering fish, 
making a sheet of greenish silver all along the 
stone quay. There was enough fish to feed 
the world. 

Below in the river were the fishing-smacks, 
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with mountains of herrings and grey salt upon 
their decks; great ruddy -faced fishermen in 
yellow clothes, that looked as if they had been 
made expressly for the flood, were moving 
leisurely about or shovelling fish. 

‘^Wliafs that stuff the fish is in?” I asked 
a hoary sailor in blue with a back like a table. 

^‘That be tha swill,” he said. 

‘^And how do you sell them?” I asked. 

‘‘ You can’t get them here for love or money. 
This fish do go to all parts.” 

When at last we came away, we agreed that 
the handsomest and the best bred thing we had 
seen in Yarmouth was the Yarmouth bloater. 

All this time the uncommon dignity of de- 
meanour preserved by Mike and Penelope 
made us very well aware how they regarded 
our conduct in tearing them from the joys of 
the beach. Therefore we set them to gallop 
along the rows, those amazing alleys which 
serve Yarmouth for streets, and which are so 
narrow that Mrs. Lovell and Mrs. Bozwell can 
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shake hands out of their parlour windows 
across the street. For the rows are the Park 
Lane of the gipsy ctdony in Yarmouth. 

As soon as they had exhausted this diver- 
.sion, and had lo.st or forgotten the little stiff- 
ness about the beacii, we took them off to the 
quays to see the shipping. Then a really 
extraordinary thing happeiu.’d. 

As we were getting out of our vehicle, whom 
should we see but the Rector and Miss Clipsby 
walking along arm in arm and talking earnestly 
together. Miss Clipsby had on a wonderful 
hat, that looked as if it had been made for 
somebody else, and could have no relation to 
her past, present, or future. Of course, wc 
were delighted to see them, though the Rector 
certainly did look a little queer. Miss Clipsby 
said at once that they had been down to look 
at a Norwegian barque that was unloading a 
cargo of ice ; they had stood so long that the 
Rector had caught a chill from looking at the 
ice, and she was afraid it might be infiuenaa. 
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We suggested at once that they should come 
to our hotel, and that we might all have tea 
together ; but the Rector said that Miss Clipsby, 
whom he had met by chance, was going home 
by the next train, and that he had a business 
appointment. 


We were so much alarmed at the thought of 
the ice-ship, and the influenza, that we de- 
cided to drive back and fetch mademoiselle, 
give them all a good sound tea, and start for 
home. The little boy in black velvet had 
certainly looked healthy enough, but we might 
not come so well out of the next adventure. 
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Eve was so done up that, abandoning the 
children to their waggonette, we took the train 
home. How they amused themselves on the 
road Heaven only knows, but u-hen we re- 
ceived them at the gate, exactly twelve hours 
from the time of starting, they appeared quite 
fresh, and vowed they had nevcT enjoyed 
anything so much. 

The same evening Eve, according to her 
custom, sat on a low- cushioned seat in the 
window, with her head leaning against the 
window-shutter. It was bedtime. AH of the 
night that the open window showt^d was black 
and still and sweet ; nothing moved but the 
bat.s. It was a complete contrast to the brilliant 
light and racket of the day. 

“Well,” said Eve at last, breaking a long 
silence, “it was a wonderful day of sun.shine 
and out-of-doors. But there are one or two 
things that stick in my mind's eye, and I should 
like to get rid of them by telling you.” 
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“Tell, then,” I answered, knowing Eve’s 
fancy that any troublesome thought is to be 
got rid of by depositing it in a friendly bosom, 

“Well,” said she, “I saw fat fields and large, 
comfortable houses and regiments of churches. 
And by the roadside I saw a printed sign — a 
great, staring one, “This way to Coaksby 
Workhouse.” 

“So did I,” I answered. “And what next?” 

“I saw a garden quite full of flowers, and ^ 
a woman’s face like a death-mask in black 
drapery, looking over the wall in the sun,” 

“ I saw her too, but indeed I hoped you did 
not. Is there anything else? ” 

“I saw,” said Eye, “the devil looking out 
of one of the Yarmouth rows.” 

“Well,” said I, “I thought I smelt brim- 
stone myself here and there. Poverty, disease, 
and the devil ; no wonder you kept so quiet, 
with such a trio to think about. But now, are 
you all right again ? ” 

“Quite,” said Eve, “I shall go to bed and 


Ba 


dream of harvest-fields and lung, clean roads 
and a bright blue sea. And to-morrow I shall 
go down and read the newsjXiper to the old 
people in the almshouses. And I know three 
sit k people 1 can take soup and things to. 
Hut about the devil— what ran I do there?" 

“lie Is more difficult to deal with,” .said 
I, feeling something at a loss. “How would 
you like to make a beginning by getting a nice 
long petticoat upon old Nancy ? ” 


But Eve laughed and sighed and shook her 
head all at once, and so w'ent to bed. 



. ■ DIOGENES- ^ IN PARADISE •' ' 

I .T,.'was/ the perfect' time- ■ of roses ; , at; , lastj 
Eve's garden had reached that bloom and 
perfection of colour and fragrance tliat Eve, a 
rose-idolater, had dreamt of by night and paid 
.■■fbr^by day. 

One lovely soft summer evening, in which 
Spain would seem to have visited Norfolk, Eve 
said to me, ‘‘To-morrow morning tlie darling 
Rouge-et-noir will be fully out. Imr once 
I shall get up before you to have an early 
morning walk among the roses/' 

But habit was too strong. At six o'clock 
I awoke, and, remembering the roses, smiled to 
see how Eve still slept.' I was mean enough 
to dress very quietly, that I might have the: 
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chance to show my moral superiority once more. 
I was just putting away my razors, when a 
noise, quite out of the cuintnon run of garden 
noises, reached my cars from tlm without. 1 
stepped to the window, already open, and 
putting my head out, remained petrified with 
astonishment. 

It wa.s Diogenes. 

I'he first thing to catch my eye was his 
unnatural head staring out of one of the arches 
of the pergola. A look of beatific foolishness 
wa.s on his face. From his jaws, made for 
thistles and braying, protruded a freshly culled 
spray of roses, which the beastly epicure was 
munching. 

Recovering myself, I began, with great pre- 
sence of mind, to .sliout from th(‘ window and 
wave my arms. The shout must have awoke 
Eve, for next moment her head was beautifully 
projecting from the next window. When she 
saw the cause of the outcry, perceiving that 
Diogenes had put her very identical idea into 
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practicej she raised a long-drawn, dolorous cry 
that would have gone to, a.ny.bod,y,’s„„ .Iieart 
when, lo and behold, reflectively marching 
along, Thomas shirt-sleeves, in- 

specti'iig,;:the'"'edge of- his .hoe*;: ■As:Soofi :a.5,J,re 



arrived level with the end of the pergtila he 
raised his eyes to the top windows of the house, 
every one of w’hich was iio^v garnished with 
a staring head* Then, turning, he saw Dio- 
genes, and came to a full stop, seized evidently 



quickly at a full trot down the pergola, T 
Matt in hot pursuit, emitting language 
ran. 

“Dam t’ darty dickey ! Let aa be at tht 
darty mo— o— ak ! ” 

I he last syllable grew into a roar whi 
Leysham must have heard, and which w; 
companied by a terrific thwack upon Dioj 
hinder end with the hoe. 

InsUintly Fate led mademoiselle t< 
rescue. A treble shriek of anguis 
French was heard beginning outside 
nursery door, and descending througl 
house untU it emerged— I think throng; 
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drawing-room window — suddenly upon the 
lawn. 

Thomas Matt had meanwhile been showing 



an amazing agility for a man of his stiff 
maturity and build. He had succeeded in 
turning Diogenes, and was heading him back 
for the pergola, when mademoiselle, her hair 
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done ns if for the purpi^sc, and attired in i 
pink-striped dressing-gown and the mos 
remarkable chaussttrcs, appeared upon tlu 
grass. 

“Ah, mon frere !’’ she cried, as she came on. 
“ Fi done ! He ;tail not . . . ah, cruel vieillard, 
what you do to my poor Diogenc?” 

Thoma.s Matt never could abear a “furriner.” 
He now grounded his hoe and halted, with 
one humorous, malicefu] eye taking in every 
winiiow of the house front* 

May . I ■ ast| ■ inaain/^' said he, with rustic 

irpl^, ‘‘how long have yew bin havin’ a pound 
a fek and your overtime ?” 

Monsieur, said mademoiselle, with fluency 
and politeness, “je vous assure que je ne com- 
prend pas votre espece d’Anglais. C’est inutile 
de me regarder avec vos yeux de grenouille. 
Je vous dis que personne ne doit toucher a 
Diog^ne exxeptc moi.” 

“You’re a shany mawther, sure enough,” 
answered Thomas Matt, menacino- mad«- 
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moiselle with a paternal forefinger. “Go yew 
back inta the house an’ lave the dickey to me, 
or I’ll larn you wit to maddle wi’ oi !” 

As the combatants glared at each other, each 
of them equally victorious and comprehensible 
in their own opinion, Eve and I with one voice 
called upon them. Mademoiselle fled into the 
house, and Thomas Matt, apparently refreshed 
by this delivery of himself, returned to the 
chase. : , , . • 

Diogenes, profiting by the short truce, was 
now pasturing on a standard rose bush iii the 
middle of the lawn. When disturbed he cabared 
away with a playful fling of his heels, and once 
more made for cover under the pergola, whither 
Thomas Matt pursued him at a round trot, 
keeping up as he ran a kind of rumbling recita- 
tive in the intervals of throwing the hoe with 
great goodwill at the head of Diogenes, as 

thuS-:l— ' 

“I’ll larn you wit to come and ate my roses, 
you old sarpint ! ” 
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(Here the hoc narrowly missed its mark anc 
fell foul of another rose tret?, which it snappec 
asiintler.) 

“ Lawks-a- mercy ! if that haiii't another. 
Won't yon .stftp, you old wurmiii, till you hev 
spoilt every one o’ my roses?" 

(Diogenes, a.s if charmed at the invocation, 
httre appeared at a new opening, and flung 
once more, heels ii]), across the lawn.) 

“ Hum, he, he ! ” 

(Here Thomas Matt grinned in a kind of 
agony.) 

“He’s a queer old dickey, and no mistake. 
Woa, now ! woa ! Woa, \vi' yer, yer old 
.sinner!" 

Eve and I listened breathlessly ; we had 
promised our friend Peter Flyght, the folk- 
lorist, to make a note of all the really good 
Norfolk words we came across, and we hoped 
for much from this soliloquy. 

So it was with real regret that we saw 
Thomas Matt’s assistant arrive. He being a 
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young man particularly fitted by nature to 
comprehend and deal with asses, in a moment 
the merry chase was over, and the trio 
had disappeared. 



CII AFTER XXXI 


ACKH NEGL'XiK) 


- uian tnat practised by riioinas Matt led 
her every now and again to attempt some 
imaginative new departure in the way of rock- 
gardens, wall-sowings, and other little devices 
which she got out of gardening books. 

She was also frequently provoked to fresh 
experiments by the arrival of some flower 
and seed catalogue more fascinating than the 
common, for there seems to te, let me premise 
here, a sort of genial freemasonry among seed 
merchants, through which an order sent to one 
is sure to lead to the arrival of a dozen cata- 
logues from others, from all corners of the 
British Isles. 
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by !iim with the same portentous shooting out 
(»f his lobster lip- 

Endlessly ingenious as she was in the manage- 
ment of her fellow-creatures, live had as yet 
made no effect upon Thomas Matt. It was one 
of my favourite after-breakfast diversions, when 
I was supposed to be deeply abscjrbed in my 
magnum opus on a New Variety of Diatom, 
to light a morning pipe and listen to these 
garden colloquies beUveen Mind and Matter. 
It was like a Rose talking to a Turnip. 

“Now, Thomas Matt,” I heard Eve saying 
one morning, I niust have .some lighter* foliage 
against that dark yew. I am going to have a 
clump there of Acer Negundo. I shall want you 
to make a nice bed for them ; you will have to 
dig full four feet deep.” 

“Hazer Begumto?” asked Thomas Matt in 
his slowest tone of deliberately studied ignor- 
ance. 

“Yes, Acer Negundo! You know, those 
variegated maples.” 
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“Them spotty maples !" said Thomas Matt ; 
“they be no kinder use in this ’arth, and 
wi’ these winds. I know this soil and this 
soil know me. In course I’ll put ’em in 
the gr’und and find a earner for them, 
ma’am, but they’ll die there like a jerane in a 
frost. No, no. There be only one bit o’ a 
maple tree in this part, and that be growed by 
a ole wmmman, the better o’ four mile from here; 
and that be because she be a cunning old maw- 
ther, and have a gard'n in a hole of trees,” 

“ Really,” said Eve, partly vexed, and partly 
curious about the old woman. 

“Ay,” said Thomas Matt. “ Mebbe you’m 
heard tell of her. Some do call her the Herb- 
Woman of Hurnsby. She be terr’ble clever ; 
I’d a sight sooner take her medicine stuffs than 
any doctor’s. But she be terr’ble cross. If so 
be as you do go that way, don’t you take little 
master and mistress near the ole mawther. She 
can’t abide the sight of a child ; she’Id so soon 
look at a child as I would at a ghost,” 
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Diatoms were nothing to Thomas Matt 
he had got fairly under weigh. Putting d 
my pipe, I issued out to join the glu.st-.seer, 
Hullo, Matt, * said I, “3'ou don’t mca 
say you’re afraid of a ghost?" 

Thomas Matt was nonplussed by my sut 
appearance. He always reciuireil a certain 1 
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cold. And he looked behind him, and there 
were a white impet, or summit white, a-follerin’ 
them along the road. His mother were a 
terr’ble timid wumman, and he dursn't tell her 
a word, and he took her home and shut the 
door.” 

“ Was anything more seen? ” asked Ev'e. 

“Praise be to the Almighty,” said Thomas 
Matt, “ nothin’ more were seen. Martin Cupid, 
he got his mother in the house and shut the 
door. She were such a terr’ble timid wumman, 
I belave, if he had a-telled her, shc’ld a died 
upo’ the spot.” 

“Hasn’t anyone else but Martin Cupid seen 
a ghost ? ” asked Eve. 

Thomas Matt considered for a while. “Well,” 
he said at last, “ there were a terr’ble wicked 
old man lived down in the village, the last 
house but one before ye come to the Farmby 
road. That were a wicked old man, and one 
night, after he were dead and laid in his grave, 
there were a wumman cornin’ along, and there 
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slu* see him scufflin’ and waddlin’ anc 
alonjf the road like as if he was alive, 
helave me, four men had to lake that 
home, and nut a wiimman in the villa, 
ni|;h that house in the dark.” 

live and ! thought this (juite a gi 
but still we hoped for something more 
‘‘Did anybody else see the wicked o 
asked Eve. 

“That were all that saw^ him," sait 
Matt tranquilly, preparing to go tiown 
knees to attack a garden betl. 



ACER NEGUNDO 


20 ! 


it/ he say to himself, * Til see what the ghost 
raly be.’ And he went up and got a hold of 
it, "and -sure enough, it- were- nothin’ d3iit a old" 
ass ! He were raly a brave, man,, and "wliat .did.' 
a do but a rode home'tipon' its baoki', Hat 
ha! ha I” 

After which explosion Thomas Matt :resiini 
his professional expression, and proceeded to 
get downi on to his knees. 

A week afterwards, wdien a vile sea-wind \vas 
withering up the newly planted Acer Negimdos, 
Eve, declaring it was always best to fece a cold 
wind, proposed a walk along the beach, for a 
fine sea was running, ^ We went along at a 
resolute speed for an hour and more, when ■ 
suddenly the rain descended in a heavy squall. 
We beat a retreat thereupon up a **gap” and 
along a sandy lane for about half a mile, when 
we came upon a cottage in a sort of scoop at 
the corner of an uneven field. About it was a 
quite respectable thicket of twisted hawthorns, 
sycamores, and dwarfed and sea-stunted ash 


trees; in front was a garden fuH of surprisingly 
brilliant bloom. 

One tree in the snuggest corner c»f all caught 
lise'a eye. 

“That is the variegated maple,” she said, 
“This must be Hurn.sby, and here is the cottage 
where the herb-woman livts." 



CHAPTER XXXn 


THE WISE WOMAX OF HURXSBY 

I T so much surprised us to see all the colour 
that was spread out around and upon this 
small cottage that we stood still at the gate, in 
spite of the rain. Every inch of the little 
garden was packed with plants, one blossom- 
ing against another. The cottage was tapes- 
tried in late red roses, which nodded in the 
flights of wind that escaped through the little 
thicket of trees; most wonderful of all, even 
those Norfolk gusts that reached us across the 
garden smelt as sweet as honey. 

As we stood in the rain at the gate, debating 
an entrance, the house door suddenly opened, 
and an old woman stood within it. She had a 
large, pale, forbidding countenance ; but in spite 

20j 
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of it, Eve took heart of grace, and hastening 
up to her, begged her to give us shelter from 
the rain. The woman said nothing in answer 
to the request, but turned and walked within 
the kitchen, leaving the door open. We took 
this for a hint ; Eve followed her boldly in, and 
1 brought up the rear. 

Anything less like a witch’s kitchen could 
not have been seen. It was tidy to a fault; 
on every piece of furniture a desolate cleanli- 
ness prevailed. There was a dead-alive fire; 
over it hung the only really appropriate 
pn»perty in the place, a monstrous three- 
pot — the true witch’s cauldron — hitched 
on a crook. What would have been the 
pleasant detail of drying herbs hung along the 
whitewashed rafters was completely .spoiled by 
their being all pinned up between sheets of 
whity-brown paper, with only the stalks stick- 
ing out. 

Wet and weary, poor Eve was, I could see, 
as much depressed as I myself by so much 
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repulsive cleanliness where we had looked for 
picturesque disorder. Still, as was her wont, 
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she tried to be pleasant; she stood at the 
window, and fell to admiring the garden, whose 
fragrance filled the little cottage. The woman 
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remained passive, but wheti lu'e mentioned 
I homas Matt, she piirseti uji her lips at the 
name, and spoke for the first time. 

“Thomas Matt be no gard'ner. He have no 
more feeling for a blossom than for a cabbage, 
lie do look to lii.s wage.” 

“And you, anyone can see,” said Eve, “do 
it for love.” 

“I do love all growing things,” said the 
woman soberly; “there baint no wickedness 
in them. I here was a bitter significance in 
her tone as she spoke. 

“But,” said Eve, “there are poison plants, 
too.” 

“To be sure,” said the woman, “and ill- 
spoken of they be. But ther<;, they do hurt no 
one til! they be pulled up out of their places. 
And it be well known, they do have most power 
to heal.” 

“You know all the herbs, as well as the 
flowers?” asked Eve. 

“I have a gift to understand them,” she 
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answered soberly ; then, after pausing for a 
moment, she went slowly out of the kitchen on 
a heavy foot. 

Eve came over, and sat down by the .sulky 
fire to warm her dampness. Terrifically queer 
whiffs were coming out of the pot. Judge of 
our excitement, when a moment after we heard 
the suppressed rattle of teacups. 

“ It’s impossible,” said Eve under her breath. 
“ It’s too good to be true. Her face was about 
as hospitable as a brick when she looked at 
me.” 

I was so sure of my woman that I bet Eve 
half a crown against a new crocheted silk 
necktie that she was wrong. The rattling 
wind stormed outside and blew the rain in 
sheets along as we waited in a lively suspense. 
It was only a very few moments before the 
woman reappeared, and, standing in the door, 
pointed with her thumb over her shoulder, 

“ Here te be,” she said. 

We rose and followed her into a dark little 



sepulchre of a room made chill by a prodigious 
number of china ornaments, which even the 
wfKjl mats they stood upon did nut suffice to 
temper. A door from this room opened into 
a little shop, whose wind<jw we had remarked 
and out of which stole strange and not un- 
pleasant odours. The door was a little open, 
and we could see shelves crowded with jars 
and bottles and packets. 

And here \ve were expected to regale. 

“This is very kind of you,” said I in 
desperation. “ But this lady's things are wet 
from the rain. Could we not liave it in the 
kitchen?" 

The woman stared wickedly at me, her large 
pale face looming larger with offence. 

“That be your tea,” she said. “Ye can 
take it or leave it,” and she turned on her 
heel. 

Horribly frightened, we crept into our places 
and settled ourselves at the whitest of tables set 
with yellow ware. 
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To our surprise, the tea was delicious, recall- 
ing by contrast the tea of London “At Homes,” 
which, with a few notable exceptions, would all 
seem to be brewed out of the same vast teapot. 
The cream was fresh skimmed and served with- 
out the admixture of size. The bread-and- 
butter was so good that we quarrelled under 
our breaths for the last piece, being afraid for 
our lives to ask for more ; and there was honey 
on the table and a china dish of barberry jelly, 
which seemed to be flavoured with all the 
flowers of summer and might have gratified 
the palate of a Roman emperor. 

When we had eaten up everything and re- 
gained our courage, we ventured out into the 
silent kitchen ; but the niistre.ss of the establish- 
ment was nowhere to be seen. 

So, softly depositing a half-crown on the 
corner of the table, we took our departure, first 
pausing awhile to admire the extraordinary 
fertility of the garden, where the flowers were 
set together as close as grass stalks, and also 
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>tiii sue cJid not come, Al last we maile our 
escape throu^rh a gate and Ijcgan to travel along 
the road in some relief of spirits. But a sound 
made us turn. The herbalist stood in her door, 
precisely as when we tirrived. Bur her hand 
was raised, and from it caim^ fiji'iig a silver 
coin that rang in the road-my half-crown. 

I felt inclined to make a bolt for it, but Eve 
turned at once intrepidly and hastened back 
to the cottage. I .saw her take the Wise 
Woman’s hands in both hens as site stood in the 
door and speak eariie.stly to her. 

“Well, ’said 1 when Hve rejoined me look- 
ing serious, “did you exorcise Ikt?" 

“She h a .strange woman;" answered Kve. 
“I am certain she ha.s had a cruel historv. 
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radius of Eve’s munificences was extending; 
here at last was the five-mile radius readied. 
And most likely the old Gorgon would throw 
the things in the road. 

Eve walked along in silence for a time. 
Presently, however, she opened her hand and 
with a smile showed me something inside it. 
“There,” she said, “am I not good? I picked 
it up to soothe her pride. And now you need 
not trouble about that bet you lost to me over 
the tea.” 
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KAST WIND 
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Anna Colesby Brown is a nice little woman, 
and seemed happy when the children were out 
of tlie way. Of course, it was unlucky that she 
should have crashed snails all the ■way down 



to breakfast the very first morning, and that 
Penelope should have cried out in that strong 
Norfolk accent she has picked up so quickly, 
“Well, I did wonder where all my dodmans 
was got to in the night” 



vviiat made it worse was the horrid way 
Mike was laughing to himself over his saucer 
of grapemifs. As Popay said the snails were 
not there early in the morning, we could not 
help feeling he must have had a hand in it. 
However, as I said, when the children were 
out of the way Mrs, Colesliy Brown seemed 
very happy. Eve said what slu; really enjoyed 
was changing her diamonds, and taking them 
for driv'es, and she got plenty of that- 
Charming people as they are, Eve and I 
couki not help feeling relieved when they were 
gone. That evening I was sitting alone in 
my private sanctum, pleasing my.self with a 
solitary cigar, and reflecting on the quiet 
month or six weeks I was going to have. 
Autumn ks my favourite time of year; there 
IS a calm peace in nature that stills the mind, 
and inclines it to spontaneous reflection. Just 
as I had reached the point of absolute comfort, 
mental and physical, I was startled by a sudden 
yell, about a hundred feet above my head in 
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a straight line. The wood fire that was burn- 
ing in the grate responded by puffing out a 
volume of smoke and sparks into the middle 
of the room. Doors banged below, and the 
house shuddenrd. It was the East Wind. 

The arrival of an east wind on the east coast 
may seem an ordinary event enough. Do not 
run away, however, w'ith the idea that it is a 
common sort of east wind that visits Leysham. 
This particular wind is poured forth from some 
baleful, black, malefic star, and Leysham is the 
first spot on the globe on which it strikes. 
Else why that super -lunar yell? It was as 
distinct an arrival as a sky-stone. 

That same night every tree in Leysham 
suffered a euthanasia ; or, as perhaps I might 
better describe it, retreated downwards towards 
its root. Next morning the same, or almost 
the same, appearance of tree was there, but 
the leaves rattled like tinfoil ; they were grey 
and blighted and curled, and struggled one 
and ail to be down. 




i iiai same morning every cli 

country was sitting on the 
cussing an immeiliate depart 
■iftcr there was hardly a bird t< 
fields changed colour to a ki 
grey, and the roads were ble 
white. i\)pay\s nose was red 
•sbivered, and lust all her Frencl 
phemus Jay in a ball on the he;: 

I' or two days the east wind sli 
the third it blew a hurricane. I 
of It there was came down IxkI 
the roof by tons. Early in th. 
got up and huddled all the wir 
could find. Then, diving head 
the wind, we fought our way 
beach. What a sea change wa 
the summer fawns and blues! 
Jnk, the sea a lather of milk. He; 
foam lay at the foot of the mud c 
in flocks hither and thither till th 
scattered like thistle-down throup-l 
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Mike and Penelope were Ix’.side tlieinsedve.s 
with rajjturc. Eve had to take hidd of the 
hem of Penelope's frock, and I of the tail of 
Mike's coat, and thus we were toweil hither 
and thither, chiefly clinging to the long rushes 
and coarse sea-grasses that grew on the edges 
of the cliffs. 

That day a turnip field, turnips and all, fell 
into the sea near Leysham, and many a garden 
bed received a baptism of foam. Every cottage 
for miles about was shut up as light as an 
oyster on land, and no Christian soul was to 
be met on the deserted highways. Only along 
the cliffs infrequent coastguards and a few 
inquiring members of the laity were dotted, 
watching the distressed shipping far out in 
the “roads.” ' 

For three days, more or less, did that storm 
batter at the doors and windows. Nothing 
would cook properly with the east wind sitting 
on the top of every chimney ; and at last my 
patience gave way. 


-u utr. uivJhJri’KI) VJLLACiR 

^ My dear Eve,” I said one evening, as I sat 
«n a haze of wood smoke, »I can stand it no 
more. Even my pipe xvon’t draw properly in 
tims climate. The whole place is detnoralised 
and demoralising. Legacy or no legacy, pack 

your boxes and let us go home the day after 
to-morrow.” 

Perhaps I was too peremptory. Eve turned 
red, her nostrils dilated, her eyes dropped grey 
sparks j she rose as if to quit the room. Then, 
and before I knew what she was about, thl 
waste-paper basket was rlapt tbwn over my 

head, the lamp turned out, and I was left 
sitting in the dark. 
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THE EFFLORESC'EXCE OF MISS CLirSBY 

I N spite of the spirit of opposition which 
might have seemed to be symbolised by 
that bonnct-dc-nuil with which Ev’c had endowed 
me, we finally agreed that the time to leave 
Leysham was come. It was the cast wind, con- 
tinually and abominably recurrent, that finally 
braced Eve to this resolution. For many days 
there was no comfort for man or beast out of 
doors. 

Eve did her best to enjoy this weather. With 
a fortitude I could not but secretly admire, she 
took Mike and Penelope for long walks, and 
even insisted on sitting in the garden, with her 
work and her gardening books, on one terrible 
afternoon, while I watched with a dismal fore- 
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'>‘'Kan to waver ai 

taiked of schools. On the sixth day she beg- 

secretiy to review our transport and held cu 
ference with mademoiselle, she, it ought 
be said, had drooped and dwindled visibly sine 
the Yarmouth adventure. That same evenin 
she revived and passed into an ecstasy. •* Me 
petitscha-is!” she cried. ^ 

font fa.ro nos paquets ! ” Evv told me that sh 
bad been exceedingly eloquent in the box-roon 
about liberty and the virtues of the Engiisl 
nation. “En E ranee,” she cried, “la femme, 
ce n’est rien ! En Angleterre, ello est aussi 
respectee que I’homme ! Oh, j’aime les Anglais ' ” 

And from that she fell to trimming hats with 

ti 111 magi aable ardo'ur. 

The children shared her joy, hot it was the 
bought of the railway station and iroinn in a 
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train that affected them. Each in their own 
way they made preparations for dejiarture. 
Penelope went about peering into cabbagi's 
and biirroAving under stones for b(x*tle.s ami 
caterpillars witli which she looked forward to 
enlivening a London winter. Mike’s pockets 
rattled heavily with shells and “thunder- 
stones,” curious fossils which the natives said 
it was unlucky to find. If that were so, then 
Mike must have been carrying away ail the 
ill luck of Leysham in his pocket. 

As for Popay, her operations were Napoleonic. 
She laid in a quantity of Leysham produce 
sufficient to victual a camp. In the store-room 
stood sacks of flour from Furmby Mill; on the 
shelves were hundreds of egg.s, all laid that 
very morning; pots in regiments of the most 
delicious jams ; and, alas I that we must add, as 
many pounds as she dared of horrible Norfolk 
butter. Popay had also acquired a couple 
of young Leysham novices, with very red 
cheeks and very stiff outlines, whose mettle she 



In the midiit uf srj much fvn, 

nniLii txpeetatioii and nm« 

l>amt,o„ Miss cupsby j. 

'""■ »'<■• i*-nti, „l hat .V., had 

“7 '"=■• hair ,vas act., ally Wared 

and she fidgeted all about the sofa in the mosi 
••‘xt ra< jrdi nary niaa n ner. 

Nothing that Uve said to her did she appear 
to understand, and she had guile lost her nice 
P easan. tvay of chatting „„ ^ 

U hen tvo said the weather seemed improving, 
Miss Chpsby said she was sorry hear it, 
700 Uve said we Imd decided to leave „„ 
lliursday. Miss Ciipsby said it was a comfort. 

At host Eve bethouglit h.-r ,ha, she had re- 
ceived a letter that morning from her friend 
Mrs. Pe«r Flygh,, who wished to spend a 
summer in Norfolk, s.aying a house-agent had 
mentioned Miss Clipshy's hoiise as being to let 
for neat summer. •• Surely," said Eve, -it 
must be a mistake.” 



‘'Tee-hee!” said Miss Clipsby so suddenly 
that Eve jumped. But the next I'nomerit she 
had got out her pocket-handkerchief and burst 
into tears. 



“ I am so thankful, so thankful I ” she sobbed. 
“ It is to be next January ! ” 


Eve stared, much embarrassed, and said, 
‘ What ? ’* or sometliing to that purpose. 

“The dear Rector!” sobbed Miss Clipsby. 
‘It is far greater happiness than I hoped for* 
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EXFX’NT 

B y the time the first substantial stratum 
had been laid in trunk and hamper, tlie 
winds, out of sheer perversity, had chosen to 
abate. The tossed and weary garden Ix-gan to 
revive under a few day.s of mist and haxy rain. 

All the country about seemed to take on that 
dress of soft, regretful fairness which places 
wear before a half-reluctant parting. There 
were no autumn colourings to be seen, for the 
salt wind had shaken the life out of the leaves 
while they were yet green. Still, when a clear 
blue sky at length appeared, we saw that there 
was much beauty in the silvery fields, and our 
own and every other garden in Leysham began 
to fill afresh with colour, 
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^ Eve, more than any of ns, h-li the parting, 
She seemed like a creature who had sent oui 
roots in every direction and could with dihicult) 
bear the plucking up. She went about with 
a pensive face, bidding her adieus to gentle and 
Simple, far and near. lA cn Diogenes became 
undeservedlj- dear, and I found her one evening 
fondling liis monstrou.s, woolly ear.s. I believe 
if she could have found a ba.sket to fit him, 
she would have carried him to town along with 
PoIyphemu.s. 

'Ihoma.s Matt, too, became an object of alTcc- 
tion. We looked regretfully uiKm fiis familiar 
bulk, hi.s roomy garments, his portentous 
countenance. We knew well nothing like him 
was to be had in London. 

ihe morning flxeil for our going came at 
last. And, lo and behold, the elements had 
cheated .US, and summer .seemed back again. 
Like a coquette, Ley.sham bad frowned us away, 
and now that we were ^oing, put on all her 
most enchanting airs and graces, but too late. 


' ' f."' i ’'r i , 


i'kri".'. 


EXF.UNT 


“I could a told ye,” said Thomas Matt 
placidly, as he cut branches of crimson fuchsia 
for Eve with his pocket cutlass. ** I could a 
told ye. Wc do get the foinest weather o’ the 
year in October. But there, yew be all too 
tender made to stand a blow o’ wind.” 

When at last the procession of vehicles 
arrived that was to carry us away, Eve was 
ready to cry. She stood with her arms full 
of roses and late honeysuckle, asters and 
traveller’s joy, and gazed about her. Never 
did the cottage seem so pleasant ; never did the 
gardens seem more blooming and trim ; never 
was there seen so splendid a sky, so vast and 
broad and high, so full of mountainous clouds 
as white as snow, that slowly mounted and 
descended its arch from north to south. Surely 
the swallows had made a mistake and gone too 
soon, and so had we. 

But we were the only ones who seemed to 
think so. An inspiriting air of bustle and 
gaiety sat upon every countenance. Mike and 



Penelope were wild with 
in and out under tlie iiorse 
joyfully hustled her novices, 
of the hall stood the h 
I>er head jumping, h 
A deep satisfaction ii 
pondered our departu 
her familiar hunting-j^ 
would lose no time in setting 
in the house askew 
the most irreproachable travel 1 
alternately recapturing Pe 
those wonderfully appropriate 
characteristic of the F 


excitement and dodged 
‘s. Popay 
perspective 
Mrs. Turt, 
one side, 
as she 

re. She was restored to 
^-t-Tound. We knew site 

- s every picture 

Mademoiselle, dressed in 
ing costume, was 
nelope and uttering 
sentiments so 
rench nation. 

“What a happiness,” .she cried, “that we 
have such a fine weather to set out 1 It is true 
that the heart squeezes itself when one is sepa- 
rated, but we know well that separations are, 
alas ! proper to life. One must console one-jpg 


EXEITKT 


Wc really had no time to listen to all that 
mademoiselle had to say. Eve and 1 were 
counting the articles that were brought out and 
stored in the baggage-waggon. Eve had got 
to thirty-four, while I was only at twenty-eight. 
So perceiving the futility of the whole proceed- 
ing, I put up my note-book and went for a stroll 
on the grass. 

What was my gratification to see that al- 
thougii it was a secular hour and not to be 
expected, the frieze of villagers had once more 
appeared, their heads forming a regular row 
along the wall on either side of the open gate. 

As soon as the baggage-cart had passed out 
the wold venerable appeared in the gateway, 
and beholding me, took heart of grace and 
began to zigzag up the drive. 

“Well, to be deed!” he cried aloud, as he 
came on, his forefinger going like clockwork, 
“that were a pity for yew ta be goin’ now, and 
the young pays and cabbidges cornin’ on so 
fine. I be vourscore and dree years ole, and I 
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never see such a mortal vine sight o’ pays in 
October! That aa didn’t ! A pity it be to 
Hunk the frost’ll ate ’em all ! Tunimus Matt, 
IH' be a very gud gard'ner, he be; he hev a 
clone wonders. That were a tlifferent place 
cvhen you was a-commin’ in iiirly June. Lawk 
‘hcu were a sight ! My granfaader, he were a 
vary hue ule man to work in a garden. , . 

“ Have done now, Aga.s Goose,” said Thomas 
Watt, with some severity. 

nii.stres.s get into the carriage, man. Your 

gianfaader II keen rill .'i.'.v*- 
^ hup tiji jjext summer, pkze 

Parcel by parcel we were at last mounted into 
our several equipages and ready to depart. I 
venly believe every s«,,eond cottage in the 
village had sent up bunches of flowens, not 

counting an enormous botiquct for Eve from 
Miss Clipsby. 

The polished faces of the novices were 

nodding above variegated bunches screwed np 
as hard and Ught as cauliflowers, Popay's lap 



was like an orchard in full bloom, while made- 
moiselle and the children were smothered under 
the productions of our own garden. As live 
chose to have in evidence every single flower 
that had been sent her from the village, our 
procession had rather the air tsf a tletachment 
of a floral fete than of a serious family going to 
catch a train. 

The horse attached to our chaise, a flighty 
chestnut with points and a Roman nose, much 
admired in the village, proved slightly intract- 
able at starting. 

Thereupon Thomas Matt, with infinite pre- 
cautions and many strange monosyl!abIe.s, took 
hold of him by the bridle and led him gingerly 
down the drive and out of the gate, while the 
old venerable went skelping along beside him 
in a manner to recall his ancient prophecy of 
himself as being “as strong as any harse that 
db travel the high-road.” 

As we passed out at the gate we took our last 
look at the frieze of villagers; they gathered 



inti' groups, Iwking after us 
Jieads together. Even so i 
runners have stood and watcl 
wheels of the last Roman c 
apfioared from amongst them 
In the house-doors as wt* v 
women waving tiieir iiands ; 
farewells to us all. They hat 
contributed to our decoration, 
doubt that our whole 


tne road i homas Matt loosed 
andle, and stood to say farewell, 
tin t’ye,” casually as 

fur an hour's drive, 
venerable was of a more mer- 
moreover, acre had l/liiniCjrir'jis.i-l I,:.. 


Here the waggonette moved on, but the , 
man lifted up his voice accordingly, and J 

words stili reached ms. 


I 



^,*Ay, ay!^ yew be ■ goioV snore’s the pityj 
'St 1 II mums Matt^ hell take fine care the 
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garden. He'll take care „■ ,i, 
cabbidges, 1 warrant ye ! He'll 
At this point Then.,., Matt w.aa . 

I>«M of the old venerable and shake him in ‘th' 

middle of the road. 

Now M-hatfver hricl r 
to .sav? 


ihk r.st> 
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(W* P4$ M'.A. See Bennett md 
Adeney* , ^ 

See Clittsicnl Translations. 
Mmp* SeeI.RL. 

AJittAWiirtfe C W. Mmrrtsoii). See I, F, L* 

|J. P4. MR.ASQXJITH. Wuh 
:::, . ..Portraits ^and' .• Ilimt rations Sw, 

" ' 9f . wA 

iai« (Mmi). ■ MABAME 0EOFFHI N, 

, HER SALON, ANB HER TIMES. 
With many Portraits and lllustmiions. 
S^mi Sdk^* to®, icuf* §d. mi. 

A Odoniit Edition t$ idMf pubHtM. 
Alixiuiiltr (William). kmhhhhm 

of Awwifb. T a OUGHTS ANI> 
COUNSEf.S or MANY YEARS. 

IJyjfPif' *di*A M. dk/. 

mm (Honry). T H E , ,N A T I O N A L . 
SPORTS m GREAT BRITAIN. Wiih 

dttscrimions in English awl French. Wiih 
Onwjoed Flatt*. 

mi* The Plates can Iw bad 
separately in a Portlblio* mi. 

& also LEU' 

Aikil (C* CA See Textbooks of Technology, 
Altell (deWMlifeJi See Little Rooks on Art. 
Alkm r*S.A.. See Aiitli|iiary*s 

Books* 

Almoelk iE.L See little Books on Art* 

(CiKly)- A SKETCH OF 

mYfxun History from the 

iARtltST TIMES TO THE PRE. 
SENT BAY* With many IWnsIrations. 
mid* mi*' 


Witl m«f Cn m* 


AndefSOfl (J* 0*), B. A.| Examiner to Londoi! 

EXF.RCICES BE GRAMMAIEE FRAN. 

CAISK. Cn 8m m* 6d. 

Audrewo |Btolid|i)* PRECIS PRL 
VATAE. EditcJi with Notes, by F, ft 
BKKJHTMasr, M. A., oCPusey HoiistiOwfordi 
Cr. 8m. 61 . 

A Colonial Edition 1% also pablislid. ’ ' 
Amm* FKIJSSA; OE, THE LlPf 
AND OPINIONS OF A KITTEN 01 
SENTIMENT. With wCoIoptod Ptatei 
Pmi t6mih u* 6flf» »#A , 

ArlMotle* THE NI'COMACHRAN 
ETHICS. Edited, yrlili m Intfodnctl^ 
and Notes, by Jmn Mmmr, M.A*» Prd 
fewor of C5r«»k afc St, Andrew®. 
imm. iDfi«jr8w. xm,6d.mt 

Atkins 1 11. 04*' See Oxford ' 

Alkliiw*ifC.M4. JEREMY BBHTHAM, 

Btmy ts, mi* 

Arnnmm IT* B4. A SHORT HISTOM 
OF ENGUSfl ARCHITECTURE 
With over aoo llliistratiom SimndEdiii^ 
/'«/, 8 m tr. 6 rf. mt 
A GLOSSARY OF TERMS USEB 1% 
ENGLISH ARCHITECTURE, Illtt 
Smted. Stcitnd Md. Fm/. 8f»#. jjf. W j#| 
Auden |T4# M,A, F.S.A. Sec Ancient Cldei 
Aurelius (Mtiirensl end Hpleteiits, 
WORDS OF THE ANCIENT WI$f 
Thoughts from. Edited by W. If. 3S 
Rouse, M»A,, Xitt.i), 8m 3**64 
mit See »lj» Standard Libmm 
Anaten IJaneL See Little Library 
Standard Library, ’ ij 

Bacott <Pr«ic!#L See little librnty 
Standard Lib«iy, ,i 

Batdton* Powell |R. S« S.L Mii|or«0«»ii4 
THE DOWNFALL OF/pRMPSH. I 
Diary of life in Ashanti *%«, lllwtrat™ 
I%M MdiiiM* MmpmCrlim. ^ 
A Oalonlil Kdition &«Iso pwbllAed, , ''i'i® 



GBIfERAt LITBRATURE 


' pAMiPAIGH, *1^, 

: 

to«A^.“s^xtnr‘sC“*^ 

■^UrLSfisffisWfw?,! : 

MdififfM, Xipffidr 4 Jr* iSn^fji-, . 

I-L.il. b«« Aiitlqiyiry’s 

*“*•-■■* rm/MAVTo. 




1|0 ®hWa <‘^kws1.X«^^K 


« ** * Vf A 

OIEL. Siemd£dii/m, Cn 8sw” gf. 




r«S,S?f 

A YBAR°”in 
* 50 niu«mti,>M|„ th, 

Smst J”JJuitrat»ons from Busts' 

• fer'.Sit*;;]!- yfo5'«/ 

A B'OO K OF FAIRY T A L ES With 

S?TS4.*P«^'«W^W' ^y A:i ga^ ? 

OLP KHGLISH rimy talks wtlh 

™%1«R‘gr&0RWENSTOW- %. 

^ IlU^M. Cr. 

^ RiVISRA. Illustrated. 


. ^M/r'Sf “* SKWAfe 

I SONGS OF’ THE WEST : Folic «^en« ,.#• 
and Comwaii Collected frS fKl 

KM’SaSiSlsJw 

tilts J. /«■ 

AND 

1 Edited by S. Bawhc^Oopm 

■ Srhnnf Birmigham S 

’^If 

.erfr/roa. C.. Sw. „. jrf. *«. 

See also Ijltle Guides. 

*’•>• Pf ^ 

Bwtor< .X MeA.(Late)FeBow of Mftrtem - 

™E PollTlciL ' 

AMD ARis: 

Idffi CburcfattM’s 

SeeUtekTibwirF. ' 

I* W4 M.A. FRENCH FtoIe 

nmr^ /'» 

a Preface^ b|^ ,a3(ioii ,g^^^^ ■■■■HotfcWot', - ' 


w im is^r. 

A *® ®^s<> ptiblkbed. 

THE RHINE: From Clewe 

*A..^»%»- lll»«*at«d. A«Wi.d5jS! 


PyREl^i:2s:“with 

A ColtoW Editioa i$ alto pabllsbtA 


Cn 8m. ^jf. 0^, 

^“r'^n!’’' '^•®-®- S« a 0. 

®xif 
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B*ckf#Ml Cl»*ter). THOUGHTS ON, 
HUNTING. Edltfd by J. Onto Paoet, 

naA Ilteftmted Ikjt 0. H. jAULAm Sfcmd 
MditUm , Bemy $ m * 64 r* 

(WlliifttiiX S*e JJttk l-ibmiT . I 

mmsMng (m a% m.A, cinon tit w.at- 
mlwiw. $te Library BevaMon* 

MAaSTER WOEKEHS. 
ffhwtmted. yr. 6#/. 

BL^LOGUES 0:S THE 
SUPERSKMS0AL LIFE. E4ittd by 
HWHfARP Holland, J * i:aA 8 w. p , fud , 
B«ll mm* A,). THE A^KfRTS OF THE 
GREAT CITY* SfcamdSd. Cn Sr‘(?. %. 
B«lio« (Hilaire), PARIS. With 

Map and Ediiim, , 

Ettn'md. Cr. Bzfp, 6y. i 

HILLS AND THE SEA. Sitmd FJttim. j 

Eell0t(H.H*L.),M.A. THEIXKERAND ; 
MIDBLP: temple. With nuincrou- - 
Illu&tratioOT. Cretm 8t*a. 6r. nei, 
EemaettCW, H.), M.A. A PRIMER OF I 
THE BIBLE. FmrtkEd, Cr.BvA M. 
Beimett C W. HOand Atleney (W. F.). A 
BIBLICAL OTROraTCTIOK. FmrFi | 
Mdittm,- Cr. 8m* ts- &f* ■- , ■ ■ , I 

Bmmm (Ankbm&p) GOB'S BOARD; : 
Coiiimuuton Addresses, Simztd Edtfwm i 
Fm/. $PA p, $d» mi* 1 

Billiftll (A» C«)# M.A. See Oxford Bio* j 
graphies. 

Bmgm (R. M.). THE W'AV OF HOLT ' 

■ Com.iisent'ary -on the ■ 

ri^th Psalm. Cn Sw. jr. 
lkr«i»ri<E. RA ALA., Canon of Salisbury. | 
THE ENTtLISM SUNDAY. /•Va/. 8»v. ' 

B»Hmk (BwmmB del. THE IJ FK ; 
OF FATHER IGNATIUS. Illnarated. 
i)ms» 105 . ft/ A 1 

Bemete (A* deh See Cliwlci of Art. i 
Eetliiim«Edwanl» <M.L HOME LIFE ' 
IN FRANCE, innstmled. Md ; 

CkmMr ' Fdii / M , CrmmBptz , 6 s * ' 

A Coloni.itl Kditiori Is alw> pnhli-^ihed. 

y» F^L M.A. See Hand' 
Books ofTheoloey. , 

BldW <M, L See Byiaintl w TmtA ! 

Bif i^C, R. D*L n. D. .See Chin chman*« Bible, 
ElSIltty (T, HerJbertb B.U THE OHLU* ■ 
MENICAL 'BOCIJME.VTS f>F THE 
FAITH. With IfitrodsfcBom and Notes. 
Sitmd Mdiimfu €r. 8m 6,f. mi. 

Blnm (H* E,X 'J’HE LIFE OF WALT 
’WHITMAN* lOwstratecL iDetwy Sme. , 
tins* $d. mt. I 

A CdloabI Edtibn is alsojptibllshed, 1 

Elliyp* (LatwrewteX THE DEATH OF , 
ADAM, AND OTHER POEMS. Cr.iv&J 
, , , . ^ , . , .. , .. 
^SteMsoW.Bkite. 

See Little Books on 
Aft* 

SeeLP.L. 

^WWliWI), 'THE' LETTERS OF 
,.„,.,„,„wlAM..B,LA,EE, . 'ToaETiiitR wmi a 
LSFSt fet Ft&»»jc»: Tatkaj«» Edited 


from ihe^ Original Manuftcrlpts, with at! 
Introduction and Notes, by AwnmM G, 
B Russels-. With 12 lliustrttions, 
Bemf Bva* vs, 6d, mi. 
ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE BOOK OF 
!OIL With a General Intrdduciion W 
Lawreuce Bitjvoh, sts. mf* 

See also LP.L and Little LIbmnr. 
Btelamd CB»X M.A, Sec Llwary of 
Dcfotioji, 

Eteofi! CJ. Harvey), M.A. SLIAKE* 
S P E A R E \S c; A R D E N. Illa^trated, 
/Vf/. fipo. 3f . ftrf. ; kaHter, it, 6d* mi. 

.Sf f uho Antiquary r Books 
liiftMtt (Henri), See Beginner's Books, 
Boardmaa (T* IL)t M.A. See Ttxibooka 
of Science, 

Bddley fJ. E. C.X Author of * France,' THE 
CXifeGNATION OF EDWARD VIL 
Sm 2u\ nfi* By Command of the 

Kinj?. 

Body COearffl-e), D.D, THE SOtJI/S 
pflAIRIMAGE ; Devotional Readings 
from his wi'itinfls, Selected by J. H. Burn, 
B.ii,, F.k.&E. JMmv ss.Fd*^-" 
Bona I Cardisial). Bee Library of Devotion, 
lioofi I F. C.)# See Commercial Series. 
Borrow (QeorgeX Sec Little Library. 

Eos CJ. Rltxema)* AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J, R. Ams* 
wojiTH Davis, ?iLA. With tssUlnstrations. 
t>. Third FdHim* p. 6<i 

BotHnfr (C. ax B.A, EASY GREEK 
KXLRCiSKS, Jin Rra. af. See also 
fiinj''r Examination StTie.s. 

Boultliilf { W4 T '\HSO AND Hf S TIMES, 
With a4 ilhistrations* IkmjSm* tos, M 
mi . 

Ewiltoti (E» S.X M.A. GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LIN E.S. Ur. Sew. ax, 
Motilton cWilBam E,)* THOMAS 
GAINSilOKOUr.H With 40 lUmm* 
ttmis, Sfufmi FJ, fUmp BsJtt. vs, td.smi. 
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, KR.A. With 
40 illwhtnaionH. .D/wvBm vs, 6 d. mi, 
BmMniiX m*X TIIK IMITATION OF 
B I j II J* f! A ; Being' CJiiotation** from 
Hndilhist l.iterainm for each Day in the 
V/ar. Fi/i/iTdMm. Cn ximm, a.t. 6rf. 
Bnyd-^Carpantcr (Mariraret). THE 
, Clilld) IN ART. BlnsiratetL A>cafia 
Fdiiim, I.fiiri'f Crmm Bpp, 6x. 

B^yle CW,). CH RISTMAS AT THE 200 , 
With Verses by \V. Bovi-e and 24 Coloured 
Pirtiires by H. B, Nkii.son, Smjnf<r 

rftiMit, ax. 

Erabttwt CF. G.), M.A. Bee LIttk Guides, 
Bradley (A. G.) ROUND ABOUT WTLT- 
SHikK With 30 llliistraiions of which 
14 are in colour by r.C.OoTcii, Seemid Md 
Cr, BpiD, 6s, 

Bradley (J, W,X See little Books on Art, 
Braid (James) and Ottiers. GREAT 
GOLFERS m THE MAKING, By 
Thirty^F our Famous Players, Edited, wltli 
an Introduction, by Henry Lrach. With 34 
Portrait % Stemd Fd. ^ i>r»ry Bm, 79, 6d, 

• A Cohmial Edition is publlwiecl# 


General Literature 


Bralteford (H. N.). MACEDONIA: 
ITS RACES AND ITS FUTURE. 

DemfBm, is$, M mit 
iriidriclk (Muff ) arni Merton CAfiHersoo). 
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OP EG¥P. 
TIAN AT^CH/EOLOGY. Ilfmtrated, Cn 
Sw* 3#* 

Brooifii® (8. B.Sc. See Textbooks of 

Technology, 

Brw>lc* ( E * W »)• Byzantine Teats. 

Brown {R H.). Fraser Professor of 

Aaci«iU(ScaUisl») Wintmy at the University ' 
of Kdinkirgli. SCOTLAND IN THE 
TIME OP QUEEN MARY. Sw. , 

ys, 6d» n.ef. * 

Brown (S, EQ, 51 . A., Cnmb., B.A., B.Sc., I 
Uondon ; Senior Science Master at Upping* ^ 
bam School. A FRACTiCAL CHEMIS* ; 

TRY note-book: for MATRICULA* i 
TION AND ARMY CANDIDATELS: | 
Easikii ExrERniENTS ovt THK Commoner j 
Substances. Cr. 4 /<?. is, 6(i, net. j 

Bmwne (Sir Tbomas). See Standard 
' '.ybrary’’* ■: , , 

Brownell (C. LA. THE HPJART OF 
JAPAN. Illustrated. TMrd Mdiitm, 
Cn 8»f». 6r. ; jDsmy Bva. 6i/. 

Browning: ( Robert). See la t tie I dbrary. 
BncWsnil iFrancIs T.). CURIOSITIES 
OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated 
by H. B. N Ell. SON. Cn Br'c*. ^.r. 6<A i 
Bnckton (A. M.) THE BlIRBP^N OF 
EM G K LA : a Ballad- Epic, S^emd Sdiii&n. 
Cr, Bm sA M. puf, 

KINGS IN BABYLON. A Drama. Crmtm 
Ew. j.r. ttff, 

EAGER HEART; A Mystery Play. SiM 
Mdiiim. Cr, 8rA is. mi, l 

Ettdfe CE. A. THE GODS OF : 

THE EGYPTIAN^ With over loo ' 
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. ' 
7W0 Cpiumes* ;C3, ^s. mi. ! 

BnistdL Massac), T 1 ! E MOTOR Y EAR i 
BOOK AND AUTOMOBILISTS^ j 
ANNUAI. FOR *906. Ikmy Ztm, 7s, 6d. , 

■ , , . j 

Bali CPaiil), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 
OUR SOLDIERS. Se€md I'dmn, I 
Cr, 8m 6,u '■ 

Bailey (Miss). Sec Lady Bilke. ’ 

Banyan (Jolin). THE PILGRLM’S PRO- 
GRESS. ISditccL iva'th an Introduction., 
by C, H. B'irtiIjM.A. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anmjxg Bell. Cr. Sm 6s. 

See also Library of Devotion and 
Standard Library. 

BnrclifG. J.), M.A„ F.R.S, A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRiCAL SCIENCE. Illus- 
trated, Cr. &V0. 3^'. 

Biirfe»«(GeIatO. COOPS AND HOW TO 
BE THEM, Illustraleil. Smm74f&. ..6r. 
Blijrte Sec Standard Librauy. 

Snri* D.D., Rector of Handsworth 

and TOoendary of Lfchftekl. 

S«e llattdbooks of Theology, 


Btirn -(J. M.), B.D. THE CHURCH^ 
M,AK*$ TREASURY OF SOHO. 
Sel«^ted «kI Edited by. Aba/ B». 31, drf. 
mL See also Library of Devotion. 

I Bummi (Sir P, C). RECORDS A»B 
. REMINISCKNCES. Wkh a Portrait by 
! H. V. Kerkomer. Cn Sw. APwrrt mnd 
CkeetMrMdiihn. 6s. 

A Colomal Edition h also published. 
B*jra» iU&UrtX TH E POEMS OF, Edited 
by Andrew Lang and W. A. Cbaigib. With 
Portrait, T/nrd Jidiilm. DemyBmi£iii 
up, 6s. 

Bwrnatlde (W. R), M.A. OLD TFSTA- 
AIENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
> SCHOOI.S. TkM MMm, Cr, Bm 
Ss.-6(i. ■ 

Burton (Alfred). SeeLP.L. 

Biissell (F. W.), D.a, Fellow and Vice 
Principal of Brasenose College, Daeford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY AND SO- 
CIAL PROGRESS : The Bampton 
Lectures for 1905. Demf Bm tas* 6d, mf, 
Butler (JosepH). See Standard Lihraiy* 
Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks 
of Theology, 

Caiderwooa <I). S.), Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA, lu three ^ 
packets of 40, with Answers* ir. each. Or ^ 
in three Books, price 2r/., a</., and 3d, 
Camt»Hdfe(Ada)fMm Crossl. THIRTY 
YEARS IN AUSTRALIA JCmjt Zpsp, 
7S. 6d, 

Canainr (Oeoffe). See Little Libraiy; 
Capey (8« F. H.), : See Oxford Biofraphies, , 
Car eiew (J 0 I 1 P). See 1. P. L. 

Carlvle atiomas). ■ THE FRENCH 
■REVOLUTION. Edited by CA R. L. 
Fletcuek, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Tkres Cr, Bm, iBs. 

THE f.IFEAND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With nn Sntroditcfiort 
by C. H, Firth, M.A., and Notes and 
Appeadiew by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Tkn* 
P<&?umes, tBs.mi, . , 

CarMeCR. M. and A* J.), M.A. See Leaders 
of Religion. 

Chamber (C. C.) and Roberts (M. BX 
LACEMAKING IN THE ItllDLANDS, 
.PAST AND .PRESENT. With' t6 full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. Bve>, ss. 6d 
diapuiaa (S« .L). See Books on Bminess. 
Chattertou (Thomaj;). See Standard 
Library. 

CbesterlSeld (Lord), THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON, Edited, with an Introduce 
tion by C, Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Caltheoe Tw 0 lUimms, Cr. 8m rar. 
CliestertonCa* K.> CHARLES DICKENS. : 
With two Portraits in photogravure, Fifth 
JSdiiim, Psmy 8 m 7 ^* m. mi, 

A Colonial Edition is also jaublished, 
Cliilda(Charte«F.),B.A.. F.R.CS. THt 
CONTROL OF A SCOURGE J 0 % 
How Cancer is Curabek. Fepkf $m 
yr. 64 , mi. 



Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


W.), M.A. AHMi^LS OF • THE INIIUSTlUAf 
SlIRtWSB'im? SCHOOl*' Ilto | " Eft'GLANIX' ' 

IMmjf itfi, i'ojr, W. .■■■»■■■ . A '"‘‘-,1,. .A 

PItSKfItwM (Eiwtrdi THE Rtr«Al¥ A t I E N G L I S If $ O 

Of OMAR KHAWAM. iVmied frcm' I “ 

i!btt Fifth Ami last E4ition* With a Cam' | 
m#.ni«.r5r hj Ifm Smmm Batbow, and » ' 

MIogfapliy of Omar E. O. Boss# Cn 
8 rif. Stc ifeo Mimattira Lifemm 
PitetieraMCH. PX A COKCrsK If ANTE 
ilOOIC OF CUaWIfKRS, TWINERS, 

AND WALL SME'OBS. Ilksiratcd. 

3*‘. min 

Fitxptttrkk (is. A. 0A. Ancient Cities, 

Flecker (W, IL)* HeadmaMer 

uf the Ocais Cl(Ae ScnaoL Chelteiibain. 

THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 

Tub Text or BtfoKNi^n Axit Evekik*:* 

PfiAWii ANO Litany. With an Introduc' Gihion (13* C. S«X D.l). 
lion anti Notes, Cr. Rm M, I 

Fta*CA. WO, M.A,, William Ikm^ProfeKor I 
of Economy in M'DiH Uniwr.dfv, i 

M.mtuM, LrONOMlC PRfNCIFLl-S. 

£kmf p, (W« 

ForteiseaeCMriS. 0.). See little BoiAson As t. 

Prater (David). A MODERN CAM* 

FAIGN: OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
llliiBirated. Cn 6 u 
A Col-onia! P.dition is aKo piildishetL 
Ffftaar (J. F.). ROUND THE WTiKLD 
ON A WHEEL, With too Hlustmiianf.. 

F(0k SSiim t>. 8m 6#, 

Pftnclt CW«)» M.A. See T«l1book« of 

^ „ 

F>r«i,dear.lch (Ed. von). DAIRY RAC- ...» .. 

TKRIOLOGV. A Short Manual fill ibe SECOND STRINGS. /?<•«/. Bon. jfc «d. 
lj»« of Stujlrtitft. Trait(.lfttn(i by |. K. lioldinnltli (Oliver). THE VICAR OF 
Amswomi Davis. M.A. SteimI Mtutlnii. WAKKFIEI.IJ. FeaA jsww. With jo 

Mivifid^ Cr, Bpa ®jr. 6r/. i1ate» in .ITiotogmvnrt by Tony Jcdiannot* 

Pilltlird <11 W *)» M.A, See Cln''rrhm»n>> 1 ZmiAff) ar. 6rf. «r/. 

lSiMe« , Sett LiXL. ftiid Standarti Lihrary. 

aiilliill«P<&.|«iid IN THK Ci00dr!cli-Prefr (A*N IN A SYRIAN 

COMFIJiTE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, SAI:HILK. J'^mf Bva 7 js. &/, i#i<L 
ON THE HB;W ZEALAND .SYSTPLM A Colonial Ivliiicm is alw> publwhed. 

Wlihtfi Account of ih® Tow of ih® New iiorilCRt, Hors* Sir JI0I111). TliE CHII.**' 
iiMklindws in Fnglani With 35 llkstra. DRKN OF 111 K NATION, <Smmd 
i\m% Sftmd Kd: Pgmy Sr#, p\ mL EtHHm. Pi»if Bpp, 7 ^* mi* 
UatUctianCW. M.). S« Little OaidM. Wndpia of Wells 

««Bih«do(«eonrey, B»q.). Seel.P.U mSS'“ 

OmlceU (Mr*.). Sen l.iith Liteiry ami Oraham (!*. Anderson). THE RURAL 

Stftndiifd lalimry, KKODUS. C‘r. Sm at. td 

i C'irwMr (F* SX M.A., LlitO). FSYCIL 
Oi25S/SPm?ma OI.CR';Y. r/iin/ Cn 8w. m. 6 #^, 

-bAtYeS P ‘ 

TORY, With n»«Moiis Rians. Fmrfk 

MMiim* Revised* with a new Obapter UN SEEN IkANbLAIION. it. 

lacliidlBg the Soatli African "War, Cr, fw. 

y.&f. GrayCP. L.) R.Sc. THE PRIKXIPLESOF 

A llSTORlCAL GEOGRAPHY or THE MAGNETISM AND KLECTRICITY^^ 


lilSTORV OF 

AmtfmiiM. .Mdiiimn Re« 

vised. With and l%n», Cn Bwe m 
::;:,:.:::iAi,LR 

" -Simnd €r* 8m 

See also Commercial Seriei *nd R. A« 
Hadfwki 

GihlKWi imwmri). THE TOCLINE AND 
FALL OF Tim ROWAN EMPiEE, 
Edited wiib Not«, Api'wndices, and Maos, 
by J, II. Burv, M.A., l.iil.lX, Regias Pro* 
famr of Grr«'k at Can»iiTulg«. /« Sfren 
I DiMj Src. Cf/if /#/, emA* 
J/sf\ Cr, 8n% Ca, tat A. 

EfEMOlRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT. 
INCIS. Edked by G, Birkbkck 
,LL.D Cn Sfw. 5x. 

See also Standard Library. 

,, , Low! Bishop of 

GbareMer. Sec Wesiminsier Commentaries, 
HandSooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio* 
graphics. 

Ciflhert (A* R*). See Little Books on Art 

yio«f CM, R*) and Wyatt (Kate MA A 
BOOR OF KNC.LISH GARDENS, 
With 24 Illustrations iu Colour, Dimjt 
Em, I or, $d, ««?/, 

Opdfrcy (Eiliabetli)* A BOOK OF RE*' 
MEMRRANCR, Edited by, Fca^ 8w. 
ar. di/. mi* 

aodIey(A, a). hLA„ Fellow of Magdalen' 
College, OxLnl LYRA FRlVOLA, 
/"burik /WV/ikw. /V-a/, Srw, sa’* tw/« 

VERSES TO ORDER. Semmd AW»«, 


General Litimtoee 


(B» T4f Se« Chmchmm% 

h. j.), m.a. a history 

‘‘WaOMK: From nytot *.c. Aifwj- 

Sftf. ictf* 6</» *#/* 

iffilVisN* A JV»piilar I»tr6duclion to 
Mtfommy, llluslraied, Cn 8w. aM. 

(Mlii E» C*)* LArary of 

Bevotten. 

C#)* Re« Tc^tlwoliScfTechnoloffy. 
5wn«(M* L.)* A BIRTHDAY BCkM. 

few a»il cliea per iswie. A«?)w/8m 
tl«diw (A* C4 SclX, F.R.S, 3fEAI>. 
HITNTEES black, WHIl'K, AND 
BROWN. Willi many Ilksimtions aad a 

HaiffcliKR* A.) «»d Qll»lblii.s (11* do B*>. 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr. 
$m. »#. 

Hall (R. N») «»d Neal (W, Cl,). TEE 
AMCIENT ruins of RHODESIA. 
Illustrated. SM»d MdliiM, retmid. 
Bimp %&0f ws* 6«/. nei. 

Hall |R. N.)* GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
Witli numerom Plans and lilustrailons. 
SemndMdiiim, AV/rt/Sw. loi*. <5<A «<?/. 
flaittiltOU (P* *!*)» O, D. See Byzantine Texts. 
Hammond (J. L). CHARLES JAMES 
FOX* Mmsf Bm. w. 6d. 
tlailMy (04* A SHOia- HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, iacKi*i686. Iltos* 
torated* i?r«j jx. 6d. #•<*«*- 4. 

3^la, riiK .spirit 
ORIGIN OF' aiRLST'lAX 


...MONASTICISM* ,Cn 8w. „ 6s. 
TEE WISDOM OF TH & DESERT, 


HardlfP 


«. m. Mii* 

[MmrtliiX 




See CoiwoiMeur’s li!>rai 


jlS*eCA* TA M.A. the CONSTRtC- 
TIOWOFLARGKINDUCTION COILS. 
Wiilb mimerotti Diagrams. Demj^ Bva. 6s, 
E»^tt (Clifford). READING AND 
READERS. FmABm, m. 6d. 
flmtvw C Allred)* M. IL See Ancient Ciiiea. 

S«* Little I 

HEALTH* WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Cri 8m lA mA 

HMtt (Pmttk ILX See Little Guides, 

See Connolsseur’t Library* 
e«lll» (ErtientX STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP, Tianslated from tlic French by 
V. M, C*AWFOMx MsS $m. 3s. 6d. 
fivdtthrmm (&. W4* Fellow of E^ceter 
Coll«e, Oxford THE LIFE AND 
PRUSCIPATE OF THE. EMPEROR 
KERO, lllusfcrated. Mew amd cJkea/er 
Psmf 8m 7S* 6d, ml 
AT IKTK'RVALS. A 


(Ta 

0*fo«ti BlogTf 


hstj^ tm a*. 6d> ml 
P.}. See Little Library and 
[pbies, 


mmM of wlilcih mt fa co!o«r. 
Skmd Ck Sf»o. tir. 


Homey (W. E*)* ENGLISH LYRICS* 
Semftd Fd/dm. Cr, 8m. ax, 6 d, ml' 
KtmwfW.EAandWIiifoterCC.) A BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. rr.Sw* as,m 
mt 

Meiisoii fH* H*), B.D,, Canon ofWestitiifisttr, 
APOSTOLICCHRISTI AN ITY ; As Mas* 
trated by the Epi sties of St. Paul to the 
, CormiMa^i* Ck6pa At. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN ; HistoiiCAt Am 

SociAt. Seismdns, Cr, Bw, 6s. 

Herliert ((Hmsge). See Library of Devotion. 
Herbert of Cberbury (Lord), See Mink» 
lure Library, 

Hewins (W. A. S*), B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY, Cr.Bw. 

■ 

Hewitt (Etliel M,) A GOLDEN DIAL 
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. 

8 m. ss. 6d. net 

Umwmd (W,). PALIO AND PONTE : 
A. Book. ..of Tuscan' Garaes*. ■ Illustrated, . 
M^ai Bm ms, mt 
See also St, Francis of Assisi. 

Hlli (Clure), See Textbooks of Tecbaolofy* 
Hill (H«tiry),.B.A., Hmdmaster.of the Boy*s. 
H&h Sdsool, Worcester, Ctoc Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN AlflTHBIETIC. 
■Cn Sm,' 34P. 6if. 

Hind (C, Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
With t6 Illustrations in Colour by Wiluam 
■P mcoK, -ami so" Photographs.' 

' Cr, Bw . . 6 s, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hirst (F, W,) See Books on Business* 
HoarefJ. Douglas). ARCTIC EXPLORA- 
TIOK* With *8 II lustrations and Alaps, 
Bern}/ 8m, 7^. 6 d, met 
H<lbitouse(t.. T.). Fellow ofC-CC., Oxford. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
DswyBw. lor. M mt y ‘ 

Hob»na(rJ.A,)*M.A. INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE s A Study of Economic Principles. 
Cfi 8m. ei*. 6 d, mt 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. SM Sdidm. 

Cr..Sm. ■■ M. 6d. 

THE PROBLEM OF' THE UNEM* 
PLOYED, TMirdMdiiim. Cr.Bve, vts.^d* 
HtdlmMn <T,), D.C.L. See 'Leaders ef 
Religion. 

Ho%bo« (Mrs, W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Saemd 
Ediiim. Pmi 8m dr. 

Htgg' (Thoitias Jefferson). SHELLEY 
AT OXFORD. Wftii an Introdaction by 
R, A STitsAwaiLB. Eedp 8^0* vs. mt 
HoId««l»StOtte CO, de). See Books ®a 
Business, 

HoMlOh (Sir T, ff,), K.GLE. THE 
INDIAN , borderland t being a 
Persottal Record of Twenw Years. |Ims* 
tratttd, 8m lor* d/. mt 

A CfokMiial Editi " 


ditioa is «Im publisbed. 
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Messrs. Metiiuek’s C'ATALntujF 


ijI-' KNifILISH /# Tu'4 , 

i W. i, /km/ 10#* ^b4, mti, 

Iteltetwl CM* C*awft of Si. TmiV$, 

hi't i il>f ary of 1>« 

IWt lUh SECRET Q¥ POPl- 

LAkiTV * iKiWi© AtMevc S«.kl SucceiJs^ : 
i>* \ . • 

A ri.uiinial E4iii'.n !s at'^o pol»li\E«f4» 
ltely«ikoai* Ja lilE Cil-uPEKATIVE > 
Mi.iVEMEKt rO«l>A¥. JFmnkMdMm. \ 
c>. iiw. >ji'. w. 

MoweCNattwinifl JA, See Any quaiyt Books. ' 
Mopfiner* Srt Little falkrks, ] 

I loi awe# See i- *4 iVan.sUilor.s. 
MorsBiir|fSCe*L*S*XM.A, WATERLOO; I 
A N^irtative a,n4 Critidsm, WitS Piafis. ', 
»L/! . «</ A'l/d'kiw. f'n fcm 5#, I 

See BiograjAaieS* I 

llorlli CA, C), See Tx,xibook% of Tcclandogy. 
tlorton (R* E.), n. B. See iorf»odcn. of Religion. 
lf«kCAk*am2«r% I»IA.XCH1:RIA. Wkl. 
llliastralionA »ml a Map, Sfcfimi £diitm, 
Ikmf S' 7 jr. td. 

A voloniai Edition is also pablistsed. 

BA Six OK£AT SCHOOL- 
MASTEKS. WiiB Portraiu and llinstrsi* 
tioito. St,:imii Sditim, JDfpnjS:k% ?5, fuS 

M#well (A. «i* Ferreri)* FHAHCaSCAK 
1 1AY S, 1 Vanslaietl md arranged I /* t>» 

fiS .»* wv ^i, piti, 

(CI.L TRABE VKtOnmi-^KKtv 
A?y> Ouu ' aTottrfA £iAWm» ' Ck 8tih 

ih 6if, 

f|yd«0fi (RdBi^rt), MEMORIALS OF A 
WAR WlCKSMItUi PARISH. nUAuwh 
w#n/tw* m mi* 

nm^m mf^wmurnx kxml, o,m*, 

lf.C h , r. ILH. THE KOVAf. SOCI ETV i 

PK, Siinwfcij m iiiw SraTsi Anu in Tin*: 
Saioow, WkB as . lEfrf# 

Iten 4Jf. dift. mtt, 

I'kfftca (C* BA THE PRAISE OF 
bllAEESI EARE. An EngHa» Antlio* 
"^VUh n Preface Fy Lk*. 

iMmp S»»«. at, 6d. mf. 

Umj^m ah^mmX TOM BROWK’S 
^HOOLBAYS. With an Iniroditctinn 
And Notes by Vamm R«;afiAW.» JLmiiiir, 
Rpmi lajwA its. $d, mt 

irnmm a.) THE mw 
FOREST. IllwIratAd In .colotsr m^ith 
m Pkturfes by Waltek Ty«4»a« znd 4 
w Lvet 7%W 

Cr. Bm 61. 

Htttton CA* WO, M*A* Sm Leaders of 
Relimcm and LibtiwT of Bevotion. ' ' ' 

Miiltott (Edward). THE CITIES OF 
tl'MBRIA* With many Itetrarlonsi of 
Welt ao »« in Colow, by A. FrsA;- • Third 
,, £diiim» CnSm 

' A Colonal Edition m also publlsls^d* 
Tlt»Cr.^IES OF SPAIN. TMrdmmm, 

, WitB ij^y jlltiitr»»ion%' of wM’cli a# are in 
, y A* PtmiliSTOK. 


I'LORKNCF ANB NOR rilFtW Till, - 
CANY. With Loluutcd lll«H!mitt)tti|X 
WiLLW.M Pamkikwm, <>. Srv, 6f, . 

A Colonial Eiliiion iniho poLlktaA ' 
ENCUSII LOVE POEMS. li,C ^ 

M Introdmkm* £ia/\ hpe, S*, 

Mil ttfui ( R . II . % See I rftid c » of R tllf ten* 
MwttettfkV. ILL M.A* TliF LIFE OF 
SIR ‘LIIUMAS more, Wiili Fofttalti. 
Siiynd TdMm, i k 8rr. s#. 

See ako LeAd«t»n&l lldigion, 

HydaCA.OAl GEORGE HERBERT AND 
HIS TIMES. With rnmimmt, 

ikmyit'fi. mft 

Hyott fl% kA A sSIIOirr HISTORY OF 
FLOkENCR. /Vw/3rv. 7 s. 6 d. mL 
Ibften (MewflR). Bk \Xt\ A Bmma. 
Tfawslateti by Wujjam TMifd 

didiimn, (A*, Srvu. $i. M, 

Iaff« (\%L R.R M.A.L Fellow aw! Tmorof 
Hertford Coilcge, Oxford. CHRISTIAN 

MVnTXISM. Tbf Bampton S^ctnrw for 
s£«. /ifw 8m iu. Mi mf. See a!w) 
Library’ uevrit}i,n. 

ImmmlA, IX). M.A. A HISTORY OFTHE 
BRITISH IX INDIA, Wilh Maps and 
Piahs. Cn Ssu it, 

ENGLAND CXBER TUB IXWES. 
Whh Maps. Sicpmi PfMf ivq, 

lar, ihi, mL 

Jickson CC* lEi}, B.A, See TeatluniAii* of 
Science. 

Jaclitdn (S.L M'. A, See Cowtiwcitl Sai|c«. 
iackion (Ff Hawlltftin)* ii>«® litfle Gtikifts. 
Jacolt (PA M.A, Set jwniof Examimim 
ScrierH 

dawissCW.II. HA A.R.CA,A.LE.B* Stt 
'i’extbwtAs 'l'ed»»lo» ' 
iwns id* Stepkml TRUSTS, P0O!i5* 
A.Mi CORNERS, fn Im ar, M, , 

Site al» IRwiki on Bntmew. 

Jfftflrtysca CwyftL BOLLWS THEATRE 
CALS, Beimted ind lllwtrated willi »4 
CoLiurcd Picutrw, A*/#rAb»fi(t/ ib«w, ni,M, 

Jinks (E4» MrA.» Reader fll* Law In im 
UnmniiyojfOHwd. ENGLISH I.Otti 
GOVKRNMEKi\ Sti 0 »d Sditim, Cr. 

iSt‘A n. M. 

(Mrs* W,)* Sec Little lionkji on jW, 
Jcwiisf# C0«MC5«srb M.IL, Meraki of tbe 
IliWingratAicai boeieiy, EARLY WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS, witainiiii; o%»<sr tlilrtftftft 
InuKlred ReprcKl«cti*«i» of Pwiottal l^^eliers 
of Hw Flhmnih and Sissteenlh C«i3il.iirit«. 
i^triwy 4f.it, air. mi. 

(Anfiiitii*), D.IX Sec 
Religion, 

idvdns (F, E,)* M.A., Litcl)., Pnnapat of 
Bishop Hatfreld'jSi Hall, DtirfetW* M- 
LIGION IN 'EVOUniOX Cr, ,8m 
3 #. M, mi, 

Sm dhO CburclMwin’s iittd Hand- 

books, of Tli««54ot¥- 

Mkumumn,mrMm% WILLIAM BOB- 
HAM &OMNR AN,D HIS ?RiEN»& 

I If mt rated* Pimj> 8r«. tor, W mi* 



Gknkkal Literature 


iohnstottCSJr H. HA, K.C.Ji. l.RUlftH 

CBNTR 4 I.# AI''!<ICA. With ncarij 
|||t».imtbnh asti.! Si* Ma|j«. Ilsmi 

A Colatirtl Mtt’.oa k&krt publbhc^l 
(». CroniPtoift), M.A. JH>KM,S 
OF THE INNER RU'i;. Scleclui Fy. 

lAiriffHik Mdiiimn 1 01/ . am, 6 ii, mrL 

Jpiiai C M . )* Ncc Commc rtia I Merlr«i» 

3 meB C H • FO Sfi« 1 ex 1 1 »-x»k5 Ctf Sckncc. 
JonefCi.* A» Atlierlay), K.C., W.P. 1 HE 
MINERS’ Tt^ THE COAL 

MIXES REOUEATifiN AC'i S. O. ii:v. 
asv 6 d. nti, 

COMMERC'FINU'AR, sij./#/;. 

JoiniS®!1i (Ben’I. Siaiu!*»i-d Lihiary. 

ittlltfia fL«idy) ot Nomich. iH VELA. 
TIONS 01 bl V i X !•: I {A K. ICd.by i hiAin , 
WAIU-tACK* Aa7>«4y'.'.AN c’r, it,,?. 3^-. t.?. 
Juvenal. See ClasHu'''al Tfan'’‘ 1 atkrA 
♦Kapw.* LET \'OUTH BUT KNOW:, 
A Flea kit in t,.JucatRr« Cr, Sray 

xs. f>d, nfk 

Kaafntftim (MX SOCIAIASM AND . 
MODERN THOUGHT. S 4 i\mdSd^fw»t, : 
Cf, 8w. ajf. fid/. «#/. 

Keatinf (J. F 4 . U.a THE AOAFEANB ’ 
.THIS EUCliAUiST., Ur. i?£y. 6 d . I 

KmtBgmu\ THE POEMS or: Edited: 

witE Inlrixiuctiun umi Nufw ly» F„ de belin- ! 
court* M. A, Smind JiiiiLm* ikm,vZr0.\ 
6d, nek 

IKAXiMS OF GOLD. Sd«cFma« fmm the 1 
Works ftf. ,/’Vdi/. k\i, y^s, fw/. r/?. ] 

See al« LUtki library and Standard ! 
library. i 

K«lbfe(JloiniE 'TIT'R CTIRISTIA'N TEAR, j 
With ail Introductii'in And KoicsbvW. E»ck;. ' 
!>.!>., Warden of Collrjsf , IIIuMrale?! 
by K* A«ww<» li».l I . Th'rJ /uiiiuHu 
$s, (mI ; /adnAd 5* 

S«c abw I .ibrjif v nf Drvotirin. 

Myiinclt «?• NX M.H, MJUC.Ih, Hon. 
Secretary of the Stwit'iy f«>r the Stiuiy nf 
Iwbrkiy. THE HHIKK FRORLKM 
IM ITS METHC'CRSOCIOLOraCAL 
ASPECT. Edited hy. Wab a I , 

fj/mp ?,k, W. «//- i 

Kewpw (1‘fiafwaf Hh 'UHi IMITATION ; 
Or CliRl.bT. Wuli an IntH^lticlion by 
BKAIPtl FAKIiAlW, IlhlStriUrrl by C. M. OksoE 
T 4 M AVa/. Ov* iji, Ak ; /addfd 
m^fracc^, SL 

Aim Trnnyhml hy C Brnn, ULk Cn 
8m, 3f, 6d Sec ttlsir* li'isMry of I'kvotlou 
and StanchiHl Idbrary. 

iCefinetly (Bart.). THK GREEN 
S,FHfNX. Cr. Erv. 3s. 6d Mfl 
A CoilookI Kd’aion y also published. 
Kenaetly fiftwes EmghtmX D.D., Assist- ' 
ant l^eaurtr in Divinity in tbc ITiiiver«tyof i 
Dublin. ST, PAUL’S SbiCONO AND 
THIRD EPISTLES I'O THK CORIN- 
‘ T H I AN S., Wi 1 1* 1 11 i I'iH? ttCtioii , Biisertai Ions 

and' Notes* ' 'Tei' 8m fe •' ' " ' 

WiitinliiilCC. W 4 , M.A. THE CHEMIS* 
THE OF LIFE AND HEALTIL Hitts* 
totttl' Cr, 8w. ajr. &A ' 'f 


KiwglakefA. W.*)., „ See 0 u!e. Library.,,, 

KipHa# (Rtttlyprdh BA R KACKT^OOM 
BALJ.AUS. Sawn-/ T/mtsamii Twiuh'* 


ihird^ Ck 

A Colonial Editiou is 'also imblislitd. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 65k Ummnd, 
A^ef^enik Bdtiim, Cf\ €s, 

AColomal Kditirtn is also published. 

THE TOVE HAT IONS. TImumul 

T>:k-d Sdtfim, ^ Cr, 8m 6y, 

A Color.iM Edhionis rd<o publisinKrl, 
DEPARTMENTAL DIIXIES. sSLxtwith 

A tin Am, Cr. Bthx Cs, 

X Colaiiittl Edition Is also pu’ulishetl. 
Knlglit I^AIfoert H.L THE COUPim'U 
CKiCKL I LR.^inu«:, Dt'myZm. 7.0 6#/* wl, 
A Cclfmiall Edltirn is also I'iublihbed. 
KnljgfhtiCil. J. C,), ALA. , >See. t’llxmiiiimn’s 
■ ■;.■ . . . ^ . 

Kaowling (1^. J,), M.A.|, Professor of New 
Testamijat Exegesis at King’s College, 
Londfsn. See ’Westminster Comntentaries. 
Lsmlt (Charles and Alary), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by E. V, Lucas. Dlustfated 
/m Scx’ifn r £?.'<?. 'js, M, mck. 

See also Little Library and E. V. Lwcaus. 
LamhertfF* A* li.L See Jiitle Guides. 
Lnmht0& (Professur)* Sow B.yzantiae Texts. 
iMmmPmU fStottley)* A HISTORY OF 
.KGYPTINTHE AllDDLE ACES. Fully 
Illastraled. Cn 5:/*^, 6;?. 
UwiEhridgeCF.LBL A, BALI ADS OF THK 
BRAVE: Puems of ChivaliT, Entw|v5se, 
Courage, anti Constancy* 'fMrd Biiiiim, 

■ Cn Sm w* 6f/. 

I-jiW (W'llllaiit), See Library of Bcvodoii 
iitni 8tM!dar<l Library. 

Leach (Henry)* THE DUKE OF DP.VON- 
SHIRE. A Biography. With isf i Bust ra* 
tions. i-zs, 6<fi mA 

Sec also James Braid, 

GREATGOLFERS IN THK MAKING. 

With 34 Portraits. js:. »e/, 

Le Bfaas '(Anatok). T'ME LAND OF 
PARDONS. Translated by Francf^ M. 
tbiMTLr.NG. Hlusiraled in colour. d&mHd 
Jufifim* I^tmy Spa 7A 6</, nef. 

Lee (Captain L. Aldvllte), AHISTORli 
OF POLICE IN KKGI.ANIb C>. Hr#. 

■ijc, fid, »«f/. 

Leigh (Pereival). THECOMIC ENGLISH 
GKA&,llii.lAR, EmbftIMied wdth upwards 
of 50 cbaracteristic' Illustradons bv John 
Leech. ■ B&si i&mo* as, 6 d mt, 

Lewc« tV\ BX M, A. AIR AND WATER. 

lliusiratcd. €r. Sw, «. tid, 

Lewi* (Mrs. Owyn). A CONCISE 
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS. 

- illustrated. net 

Lisle f Fortttn^ede), See Little Booksoa Art. 
LittleliakaCH.). See Autiquaiy’s Boobs. 
LiKk (Waiter), D.D,, Warden of Kcbic 
Coiiesft. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. SmmdJSd, fn 8m CA 
TPIE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.' 
Cr, Sw. dis. ' ' ' ' " 

' ’ See also l-«aders of Religion and Library 
ivfDfvoibn, 


12 


Messrs.' Methuen's Catalogue 


Ij»Cl 4 «r (P*)* Uilk t.ibrAty. ' 

L#clfe iSIr Oliver), l:\US. THE ^rru 
STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
,SCII‘N€E: A Caw^-bifK? for Parents 
a ul lri,vhers» //L T n 7 , nfi. 

L&fllioii** i'%%L F.), M.A. ETHICS AXD 
A I O N r ME NT. b r, Fr^ intNpiftc#'. 

tunulcllow (H. W, I. Sec Ls«!c trnrAry, 
Lcirlwcr Hluforge Hemce)* LETTKIES 
I KOM A MERCHANT 

TO 1 1 IS SON* SLrkmf(i Ediuefh kr.Lr.. 

A Cok'nia; Esiiij-nn h ai-vA pul’i -he-;. 

01.1) GOKT.ON GllX\-i.\y.. Aucnd EMikn, 

A ikhmud Ldi?*fn tsv .i' o pijthi.'JiCiL 
Lover iftaftiueD. See L P. I,, 
n, \\ L. a .u c. L/a, Exi.LAxnpAV nv 
DA\ S tJi, 1 hr r.i',s;lP2vn..n'.- / A t 

FJK 4 fl 5 Cy. Py hlOKKO’^r. 

ftmrik £diiii''in. /'t.’flrE 4«0. Ja'- 
LttCMCIi. V.'l. THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
'A'ith 25 niujaraL»;ni. 

Mdifkm, 7 . 1 . 6 ./. «r/. 

A Colonial Edition E also publElwtl, 

A WANDERER iX HOLLAND. With 
many lilnstraiinii’^, of wHLh 20 are jn C ;> i.r 
!jy HEKiikRT Mar^ualu Ei^kiA EaiUhVs, 

: : Cr,' S:-'#,. E’f* ■ ^.. . . 

A r».'lonial Edition is akfi puLlisbed. 

.% WANDERER IX LONDON. Wiili 
ilittistraiionsin Copjiur by Ni:Lso?«T'AW.w>;, 
a*iii:l •^ifHrther lllustralion's* SixJA luniicn, 
Cn 6 w. fL 

A Colonial Edition is. also rnsUisheJ. 
llRILS'iDE AND SUXSIHXE. Tnrd 
Edit MU. Ec&(p. H&n. ss. . 

THE OFKX ROAD t a Little Rook fPr Way- 
farei.s,, Tfvii/ik MtHiim,. Fcap, Sm %s. ; 
fmim ?.r» tuf, 

THE IRHNDLY hOWHla l.ittk Ihwk 
for llw iTrlstnis. Third TdifAm. Fc/sp. 
hv, u . ; imik yr. <i»/. 

CliARACrEK AND COMKDV. Third 

Fdiiimu 

Lticiim- Hee Classical TransLit}inn 5 . 

Lydelt. W 0 , M.A. Comm.m.ial Pene'.. 
Lytle n (Noel 8 , L .See j mmt Snhnol Book . 
LyttelteitCMeii. Mr#. A.). WOMEN AND 
riil-.IK WORK. Cn&w. ax. 04 
Muottilny (Lerd). CRniCAL AND IIIF- 
TOKICAL EbSAVS, Edited by F. C. Mrus- 
TAiit'E, iliLA» Thne y^humis, r >. r Ra* 

'rtie only ediibn of thE l>ook completely 
aiHWteted. 

McAllen CJ. E# E»), M.A. See C'Dinmercittl 
Series. 

MlicC*lll0cli (i. A»). See Churcbiwan's 
Library. 

AtooCiittii (Florence A.). MARY 
STUART* With ibver 60 'Illiistratrons,. in- 
cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 
Mtw »m 4 CkiAMr Mditim* ,. O. Btfih , fo* 

See also Leaders of Relidoti. 

McDermett (E, See Books on Bminess. 
M*Dowali(A» S»). See f^ford Rwitf^tphks. 

' MiicIwiyCA# M*). See ChurokBUMi*^ Uwairy, 


MacElIm flterliert WL), M„A, See Antl^ 
qnaryT Jior'k". 

M®cl«ew*.le (W* Leslie), M.A,, M.D,, 
D.IML. «tr. THE HEALTH OF IHi 
.SCHOOLCHILD, fnfm n.U 
.Mdik Blorl (Author of). ST. CAl'RER* 
INK or .s|hN\ AND her TIMES, 
With sS lilii'-trafiiun*. fs, 6 if,mi<, 

Maitotw (Lawrk)j il.A. A PRIMER OF 
WuliS D'*^'\VnR'l 1 C. Ci, ’’•re. w, Ci<A 
Mollttlly LL ID, Litt. I), A 1 1 TSTORY OF 

iliK Lrt\i‘i\m< iiik ptolemies. 

Fully iHir^nafcu. Cn 6 i. 

Malt iiiflil 1 F. Wh ), LI . , D. . I }i 1 vnini;i Prcifewor 
^ f titf Laws J I ii daihl iu B t I'luvtr itvof 
CmbriuiTP. CANON LWV |N ENG- 
LAND. js.hd. 

Maiden HL tu\ M.A. FNC.LiSH RK- 
ruKD>. A I oni|Mn,'<n in ihi, IILiotyof 
Ln/Ma:'»d. C*\ -lu fi'v/. 

'DUA No! 1 H Vlll/l X: HlSRIGHLS 
AX'D liLlTLS, A«T«Pi MdHim, Cr. 
Err. .r,n . 6,4 ,'■'.■■■ 

aisn S<iun*^»i Hi. loriu' . 

Alarchiint (IL C.)* ALA,, PtUow of Peter- 
how<.e, Ca.nhitlLe. A OREEIC ANTHO- 
LOGY Ff.tmd Mifitmi* Cr. Ssr-i), m, 

Scp also \. M. lIiiM'ik 

MarrCJ, E.}, lAH.S,, Fellow of Bt John’s Col- 
kc«* Cimiamltt, TIIC SCIENTHTC 
STUDY OF SCI'.NER Y. SeamdSdUkn. 
fllus.tratoi'l Ck Brfl, 6 x. 
AGRiClHUlAIL\'LC;EOiO(»Ah Itliislwted, 

Cn St'ifi*. . 61 , 

AlarrifMtU. A. RA. Till: IJFE AND 
T! M KS OF Lf H< I » l-WLKLAND. With w 
I llit.st rations, Tetymf /PA 
A Cokwial Edition is alho publLlied, 
Alirvelt (Afidrew)* Sw lattlc LihrAry. 
MmscflrRS a^hti)* PKA LIFE IN NED 
SONS TIME, IlhMiatcuL CV. Ssw* 
'uu fw 4 m'i. 

OX THE Si'ANISH MAIN* With 22 

■ IliiuiralitifiA ttiit! it -Map. Dfmp 8 mk' 
rois. tU, 

\ SAILOR h GARL-AKIh WM and 
Sclectcdly. FffiinJ Kd. t'n Stw. 


AlttSkelll'AA Sf.‘f C&ura-Lssiinrk laluaiy, 

rhi), Sff l,r.bl»*>i,ofRrliRk)i:K 


Alii.sorOA. J,'|, ,, 

Musseertlenwc). ’I'HK r.VOfArriDN OF 
PLANT 1.1 i h : Luwer LMrujs, llfustratrth 
t'kn Sr-/», rr, tud 

Masterman |C, 1 % <i.\ M,A., M.lh 
TKNNUrtON AS A REI.AGIOUS 
TEACIILR. Av. 

MatliesaiiiMr®, E. FO. COLXSKtSOF 
LIFE. Ariar/. iW. v.w cW, neT 
May (S>WI), THE PHIL 2 \IAY ALBU^f. 

Sf€m$d£diik», 4 tiK iJ. m.i 
Atellows (Emmas*). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH ITTERATURF. Cr. 
8 ? 'A •'^s, 6ff, 

Metlweii f'A. M. SA THE TRAGEEW 
OF SOLTH AFRICA* 0 , 8 m m. mi. 
A /s0 Cr. Biyfl* jrf, iic/. 

A rc^isetl and f.nkrRcil ctlilion of., the 
atilhftrN ‘ .Peace or VCut Itt SutUils 
'Aftfca,’ 
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K?^GLAKP'S run ; BiscrssEL tu Six. 

" tjsrn Lfttiws ro tiw; Right Hok. 
josEWiCHAMiMua-AiN, IM.P. AV//' 

tim. Cn Br t>, yl »r/, 

Miles (EiislaceN M,A. LlKh AFTER 
ilFiOK, THE THEORY OF REIN* 
CARNATION* CnErA as. 6 »/. wrf. 

(J» THE LIFE AXE) I FT* 

TERS OF SIR JOHN E\ ERETT 
MILLAIS, Prf'^ukni of the* Roval Acaawy. 
Willi many llli; .tratioivL of wtucli .? are ist 

Phologra»»i!re. AVi'<> Eifltunh AVwv Sot- 
pt 6rf. fU't, ^ H., . 

See also Link' 

Mitlto (Ci« F.)* PICTCiRIAI. GARBENT. 
ING, ('>» i'"*'. -if. M« xr’/, 

Mlllis (C* T.\ *M. 1 . 3*L F; 1 eAiloclrs o<f 
Tech3iol(>?iv. 

Milwe (4*0.1 M.A. A HI5TOKV OF 
ROMAN H*.y JO'. Fully Ihu';. rnk., 

Milton CJ#lin). \ JIA\ BOOK OF. 
Etiited ky K. F. ’i'owudww, /m/. 8 w. 

; 3t, 6ii,:m'L ■ ■ ■. ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

See ako Lktkf LilT.iry aad Standard 
■ Library. " 

Mincliill (IE C* I, IM A. See R. Peel. 

MitcliclKIA CiialmersX M.A. OUTLINES 
OF BIOLOGY. Iliustratcd. SecmdSd/- 
iim, Cr, Bw, 6 i. 

Mitten CO* B.% JANE AU.STEX AND 
HER TIMES. With many PortTaitj; and 
lilttStratiawR* Semhf « nJ C&ia/er Mdifwn, 
Cn $m 6s, 

A Colonial Eiiliion »« juso pnkiisliedl. 

MoftotCMary MG* (JULLN .LOUIsA 01 
PRUSSIA. With so IllttSirations. lumt'fk 
£ditim, i)fmf p. tki. nei, 

■* Moll CA»)*’ See iWoka on Bixtiiness. 

M 0 lrCB«M.). .SiH little LIVary. 

MolIntOiCOf* Micliael deX See Library of 
Devotion, 

Money (L. 0* CMmzd), M.P. RICHES 
ANDPOVEirr’V. Dmy 

Brv, 5 A »rt, 

Moiitapi (Henry), Earl of Manchester. ,Scc 
Library of Devotion, 

Mofiteigne. A r»A\^ BOOK OK. Kdited 
by^C. F, ib»Nr», £mfi, Bvih jx, Nf, net. 

Montteorency CJ* IL G* de), TLA..I.L-B. 
THOMAS A KFMPIS, ilLS ACtK AND 
BOOK* With y'.j IlhvdKUions. S^miJ 
/;<////>«. Ihmr 7 ,s. 6 t/. net. 

RACK TO THE LAND. 
An Inquiry Into Rural Depoimlaaou. Cr. 
Sr.'A BS, 6d* 

Meerliotise (E. Haltant), NELSON’S 
LADY HAMILTON. With sx Portraits. 
Sumfui Editim* Dimy Srv, 7 .?, 6 <A 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

M#rfW(Ctar«lcdCI.)« Set* Books on Business. 

Mere (Sir Tliemas), See St.andard Library. 

MwfilKW* R*X tirlcl CoHcse, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FRO'M PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER IE 
With Maps and Plans. Cr, p, 

Mwicli(R*J.\ late of Clifton College. See 
School Lkai««»tion Series, 


I merrtoCJA. THE MAKERS OF JAPAN, 

! With IHustratJons. /)my 8 m t2S,6d» 

j itneA 

I A Colonial Edition h also published, 

; Morris (, 1 . E.), Sec Lillie Guides. 

Alortoii (Miss Atidergoo), See Miss Brod- 

* rick. 

' Atoiile(B* C. 0 ,), D.D. J .ord Bishop of Dtir« 

' ham. See Leaders of Rcligrion. 

; Muir (M. M. ButtLsoin), M.A. THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. illuMrated. 
t' r. Zzw ss, 6/A 

Muadelte (Y, A.), hi. A. See J. T. Dimn. 
Munro (R.), LL. D, See Antiquary's Books. 

J Naval Officer (A). See I. ?. f. 

' Neal (\V. 0 *L -See R. N, Hall. 

. Newmaa (Erwesf). HUGO WT>LF. 

IMify Sw-.- djr.' 

, NewttianCGeorg-e), li!.D.,D.P. H.,F.R.S.E., 
Lecturer on Public Htoith at St. Btntholo- 
mew’s Hospital, and Medical .Officer ' of 
Health of the ^Metropolit.an Borough of 
, Finsbury. INFANT JiIORTALlTY, A 

f Social Pnor.LEM. With 16 Diagrams. 

! ■ Dezvy Hrv. d/f. 

I- Ncwfsmn, LL H.) and others. See Li.brary 
of Devotion. 

i Nichols (J, B. B.). See Little Library. 

■ Nicklin (T,), M.A. EXAMINA’IION 

PAPERS IN THIJCYDI DES. Cr. Sim 04*. 

! Nimrod, See L P. L. 
j Norgate ( 0 . Le Orys). THE LIFE OF 
SIR WALTER SCOTT. illustrated, 
i D^my Btw .- p . 6 d . n € i , ^ 
i Norresraard (B. WL). THE GREAT 
I ■ SIEGE ;■ The Investuknt and Fall of Port' 
I Arthur* ■ Illustr.atecl, DemyBzm. 

I mrw&y (A. H.). NAPLES. With 05 CoL 

* oitretf Illustrations by Maukice Grsifpek- 
^ HAGEX. Sfcptui Editim, Cr.Bw. '6s. 

I Novalis. THE DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND 
! OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 

I Una Bjecil ALr/. 8 r’i», 5,?. 6 </, 

; Oidfleld (W, ,l.)i M.A,, Prebendary of 
! Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 

; Ba.sed on the CATECHisat op THE Church 
OP Kkglanh. Em-/. Slo. 24 . 6d. 

I Oldham (F. E.A. See Textbooks of 
; Science, 

? Ollfirliant hMrs,). See Leaders; of Rdigion. 
i Omait(C,W,C.),'M,A., Fellow of All Souls*, 
i Oxford, A HISTORY OP THB: ARl' 

! OF 'lYAR. The IMiddle Ages, front the 

■ Fourth to the Fourteenth Century* Illus- 
trated. Pfmj Sm zos. 64. net. 

; Ottley (R. L.),B.D. See Plandbooks of 
: Theology and Leaders of Religion, 

i Overtort (a. H.)* See Leaders of Religion. 

' OwejBi (Douirlas). See Books on Bufiines.s, 

' Oxterd(M.N*),ofGuy’sHospital A HAND- 
I BOOK OF NURSING. Emri/i AWzVzlw. 

I Cr. 87 »p, 34*. 6d* 

1 Pakes CW, C* C.)* THE SCIENCE OF 
I hygiene, iii'astrated, Dm„r8?% 154?, 
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:Voi,, It. Tilt: XVIlTIf AN?) XVIUth 
ItfNAMilV I mr/M KJs / Wtt * ' 

VoT- tjT. Xf X'rif -ij XXX’in PvKAS'rtEs* 

Vov. ti\ 'I'lir l'?„VI>T OF THIS PTOiEMlES; 

P- MahaI'T'-v. Ljit.T). 

'Vr>i< V, Rcihan Erivpr* J., G» M.A. ' 

VoL, 'ti* Ki'ivrr m tjij*: Miuoli Ages, 
Stai^.kv I..AKr*F«oui, ‘M.A. 
r‘ 5 Fljr*!i"}N AXtJ CONS'CIEX^CE IN 
ANC1FNT KQXPJ, IMmtmd. Cr, 

svRiX Axii"r,t;vrT, from the teix 

. i’ E A ‘M A k X A T A BLE 1 *S. Ck %fA n. 6^, 
.ruV'P i I \X TAI.KS. IlluatMed by Tftiv 
tkam Iti Ttm i^ohtmesn Cr, 8w, 

. hJA'in I \x pFXTlHA IIVE ART. With 

O, 5.«. 6/. 

HllliJIpfi { W. A.\ Sfft t Kf.'ti! Biugi.ihliies, 
■FlililriMtts (Hden)., HY HFATIN VKAR. 
With 3.1 lUusuailoti'* by j, I,,bv Petmy- 

■ MdUji-:, rfMt/ Cwa/i(fr 

Zar^r Cr. ym f*r. 

UR AiOXG AND DOWN ALONG, 
UlHstraOHl hy Ciavuk Siieevekson. 

■ )CK'4fih'.,,:SSVju/rr.:y ■ ' 

! ,■■■ A of |.w«ntA. 

I Hurr (Vklar G.}, See School Histories. ‘ ,, 
i Flatfi* Sfai'uijwd lilwaa", 
rpImitMf. Ill K CAPTIVE EtlM, will 
.! an InUfAiiiciku*, Te,t£iirai Notes, and ACom* i 
f . nifsilajy, !>y W‘. M» i.iKr*»iAV, Felloe of 
; Je#«sCalkt!«.0 Atd, ./Jw/ErY), , 

; Hlowilen^Wiinllaw T*)» IXA./ King*# 
COAhT NATURALIST. lifu-treird in' OlIl^e^.Grflbridgfr, St «r Sdiooi EmwIhe. - ^ 

MODERN SPIRI- ' 

K/VITKK IX CAXn’JiX NORFOLK, ^ SibA 

A %mM of oWnaiiow 00 ' ihc |mK 11 ^ CrilkKw. - 1 

hUmmhh Ut’puh^ wnd Rutrlck Leh A MODERN 

wd Cn* 4 acr 4 Hs finnu m tipi ' rfOIDXARV. iX, Hm ft?. 

l/0ur|i.^NL a liil vT uir, WnU t Ailcch «*’« I title Boolcs cm Ait, 

tj lUmimimm m /ohw. hy Imakk ■ prfiariliA. W.h Ol.i> PICTORE BOOKS. 

KWTiH.ATif. Sf^md A.ir:u>n, 1.#. s |||o„j*a{,.d„ /VwyBm ^s. 6,1 mA 

.. 4 FwIlwMCLIDflILF Sf'* Liiik Ifoubon Art 

INMtCtKT'k IN.)* See Little BfKsh.'fe o« Art^ t IXtllfiCk |iliivid)» MJ.N..A, See IWciks on ’ 
PlWlto tC* M. A*% r.KJf.a A TON. lUnin^^ 

CISE HANDBOOK OF tlAKltLX ? FMtcr JM. C.X M.A., 1 T.S. A IKXJ. 
ANNUAL AND EIENN iAI. PLANT S. BOOk ni< At»Flc;Ui;a RAL IKVFANW 

WTtli »♦ ll1w*tratbM. /N«/. Siss. It Mirrt - Ithi. tiaOd. hWfum, 1 r, 8m 

OXEOHU, Will, .... lUn«r.lH:». i.. ' ,. 1',‘ ‘ 

f>^ICSWiM>XbteFeltewofTrim^^ , HwcottliL ifr APoVa aiL"SIC; AND 

Oxford, and Se«:r«ii*nM0 the Royal WHAT FI IS MADE OF. tV. Sm 

mwsirm «« the Lweriisinj* PRACIL' ,, aj m/” 

SaL ,MErOR.M. .SmmJ ' Price (L, I-.), M.A.. Fellow cT Oriel College, 

mUm. CkSm u,6d. A HISTORY OF KKGLiSi! 

P®trleCW.M.FIIii«le»LrxCX.JX.D,,PM- • POUTICAL ECONOMY. FtJfA AVL 
fe»r of KRyptolosT at tJtJiwnky Colleae, 1 itm, Cr, &w. a,r. 6/. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPT, mom the 1 Prlinro«« (DeboraliF A MODERN 
EA«t.iEST TmRf« TO rm Bosent Day, i BcEO'iTA. Cr, O’w.' Ci\ 

Fully IlhwtM ted. Z»sixtfimmrs, Cr. U^rottimic CSiritortX THE DOMINION 
80* m,fafk, ^ OF liiAN- G« 0 i 5 »ai*iiy im ns Human 

You t PfifinnTORic Time« tA XVIthi .Upkct. With 3a fulLttage llliiilmtbns. 
PfUAm , Smik z : dffim , ■ • fV. kw , 


Pirter 'GlIlKJrtL A LOYERiS tHARV. 

S)F'«, 5i‘. 

Pttfki « CA. K.X \tl I f .SSriNS 
GRKA'F TRUITTS. HtY’. LL 

ParMrtS<^»l(JolittL rARADISI IN SOLE 
kWHMAhV^ rtRMI.STKLS, OR A 

Ghmrnx or all forts ov plea- 
sant I'Khveks, iC'tn. w/r. 

l^rmenterLIolwL liELIOTlD'itFFfS OR 

Nl j *>jR ki Ni*L\i.S, 

fUiltni by Pi^KCJVAt LaNUCjN, QHa»f,h 
p, Si«/, 

PafiiientitT /Prof. LeoriL S>f 
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ftitfli* anc! TUB: MICRO- 

COSM 01*' l.OX 1>0N, LofipoN m 
MwiatubR* Witli K>4 Wu&timiioiiis i«t 
coloitf« /w Smaii 41^?. 

Qttliler Coiicti)* THB: 
OOiOKN FOMF. A Phocessjojj or 
E«GLl^KLvwcs. SMtmiltiiiimt. Cn€m 
9S,id,mi, 

f ieved© Vlllef iw. wm«f«r« l.tkitry. 

r; “ I E.s.T'ii f: vvocidiioosb: cor. 

KBISPOMI iKNCK. €r. ^sv, 6s, 

A Colaiiial Rt’Ution in aRa |niUi»hcd. 

R«cklwiii<R. BO* M.A. Sm Wesumbster- 

R«Kr(S»mM.). THE WOMEN.ART. , 
l^TS OF lUJLO&NA. Willi xt> llias- : 

tjaijyn-'^* XVtfo 7.n 6jd, net, 

RifiTIS (BoMdafc). liTK, Oxon. BAMTK 
InO his imlX Wiih 3a llter.v ^ 
tians largely fs^aiw r-nrsiismyorary Fresicoes ' 
and Documents. DimyBv4. us6d,mrt, 
ftiilitJE (F- •!•). M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in 
Enfflish at MmlLint reninrer-.; Tenlmic,il 
Coltege* Bristol. HlGilER KKGLISIL 
Su0id Cn 3 ja\ %s. 6d<, 

Randolph (B. W.), B.D. Ste Library of 
Devotion. 

Rimaie C»* WaL M.A. A STDDEXTS 
HISTORY OB’ SCOTLAND, Cn Bzv, 
31, M 

RiiMall CIHla#tillg’f)» M.A,, Fellow and 
Tutor of New OoHeiTe, Oxford. DOC- 

TRINE AND DEVEi.ORMENT. tV. 

8w, 61. 

R«¥els(J. jr.LtL’H- See AniimuiryV Books, , 
RawstenicCljiw'resiice, BatiaL See LP.L. j 
Rtyiwaiitl (waiter)* See Senool Histones, 1 
A Real Pawy* See L P.L-. ' 

R««©uCWa)^B!.A, ITNIVERSrrV AND , 
SOTIAL liKTTLEMENTS. Cn Sw. : 

Reipatli CH* A*), M.A. See Veslmlaskr 
Commentarks, 

ReyiioM®* Ke« little Galkries. 
R|lda4ei(J,P*)» See Simplified French Texts* ■ 
RhftSci (W* fi» )* Sec School 1 1 istories. 

Rleti Sla. S« Siniplitlc'd French 

Texts. 

Ralwrli CM* ID* See C. C. Channer. 
Rabertaoii (A.), IX D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. R BIG HUM DEL The Bamptan 
l*ectures of iyo». /.hmy 8?w, ys, 6d, nri, 
tabertiOtt (C* ClrantL 'M.A,, Fellow of All 
Souls* College, Oxltjrd^ Esamioer in the 
Honours Schuol of Mmkrit Ilistcw, Oxford* 
i:9oi.r904. SBILFCT STATOT'KS, CASES, 
AND C0NS1TTL TIONAL BOCU- 
...... ,,MENTS|..,i,ckk>»iS, 3'*., ..p€My Bm,. los, .6d, 

Rotiertaoti {€• Orant) ttnd Eartliolomew 
U* 0*1 I*'.R.S.Em F.R.(hS. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OB’* 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DimyQmri^, 

RofeftsoiiCSirO.S.XK.CS,L CHlTRALt 
Tiitt Storv of a Minor Siege. 77iird 
Mdiitm, lllustrAted. Vr, St'o. i»4f, &f. mi, 


Rablttitu (A* W»L SI.A» See Qwrehmaw's 

Bible. 

RobIttSOft (Cecllk). THBl l^flNISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an lotrodac- 
lion by the !ate Archbishop of Canierlniry, 

Cn Bm 3 x. 

RaMflSonCF. SO, See Connoisseur’s Library. 
RchchetaacaMld (La)* See Little Librnn'', 
RodwelJ mOf B.A. new TESTAMENT 
GREEK* A Course for Beeinners. With 
a Preface by ’Walteh I.*ocii":,B.D., Warden 
of Kebk CoUegti, A'ra/. Se'tf* 6rfl ' 
RaefFreiD* OLDOAKFURNIT URK, With 
many mustratinns by the Author, including 
a frontispiece in colour. Drmy?iW, 10s, (y, 
nti, 

RojtserE (A* G* L.), M.A. See Books on 
Business, ■■■ ' . 

Rontaey. See Little Ganeries. 

Rnscoe (E* S.). See Little Guides. 

Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 
.Illustrated,.. Cn 8w. sr. W. A/xt* in. 4 . 
Parts, Paris Jt. and //. «5i/. iack ; PaH 
PaHIF 

Rowfitree (Josluia). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A iU> S tatement ok 
TEE Opium Question. Sremd and 
Cheaj^r JEdiiim, Cr* Bva* ar* 
Royde-Sinitti (N*”^ Q.). TEE PILLOW 
BOOK: A Garner ok Man? Mooos. 
Seemd Sdiiian. Cr, 8m 44’. &i, mi, 
RwMe (A. E.), D.D, See Jmmt School 
Books, 

R*«s»eil (W* Clark). THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOIX 
With .Illustrations .by F. .BRA.?.ifGWY..N. : 
Pijtnrfh Ediiwn, Cr, 8ri?. fir, 

Salaabiiry’ (Harrliiftoit), P.R.C.P. 
PRIHCIPIA TEERAPEUTICA. 
Pemy 8m 74*. 6 d, net 
St* Anaelin. See Library of Devotion. 

St* Awgiistiae* See LibraryT of Devotion, 

St. Bernard, See library of Devotion. 

Sales (St* Praacis tie). See Library of 
Devotion. 

St. Cyres (ViacaMat). See Oxford BiO' 
imphies. 

St* Frattcia of Aasfai. THE LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE .GLORIOUS 
MESSP:R ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newly translated byWitUAM 
Hevwoop* Witn an Intrcxiuction by A. 
G. F. Howeix, and 40 Illustrations from 
Italian Painters. Zkwjp»8m. 54. «#L 
See also Standard Library and Library of 
Bevotloa. 

*S«ikH (H. Munre)* REGINALD, Seemd 
P'ditim, P'cap, SsT'i?, as, 6d, mi, 

Siiittioia (A* L 4 « See .Little .Guides*'.. , .' . ....... 

Sargeaiittt fJ.), ALA. ANNALS OF 
WESTAIIKSTER SCHOOL litetrafced, 
Pemy 8m, yx 6d, 

Satlias (C,). See Byzantine Texts. 
ScfimlttCJotiii)* .See Byzantine Texts. 

Scott (A,' ' 'M*'). WINSTON' "'SPENCER 

CHURCH! LL. With Portraits and Ulus- 
Irations. Cr, 3X 6;/. 

Scttdniliore (Cyril). See Little Guides, 
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Ri!ti* tV. l'.\ M.A. Till- Ml'iH-VMl-'S 

or I /All V 1 try, 

y*. fffi. 

Sel»iii (Eclwwna'i. TO:4MV fMlTir:f 
AMMM.S. iUmtrAtn.: n, 

/A'#’'/ c^n/^, yv. 

Sckmi ,, u\ ff.'A 

TOMMY ^^.MlTirS 014fE1^ A.XIMALf^. 
Willi « lit A i" ' ' t '■ 

S, hv/ I-" rj^ 

Seim g. n,u .wmttwi? m 

S 0 IW!R< , ' O/ M^EV 
.St*ttkrip4>#nL I Wilikm v 
flip i,{^Vh P r ‘ ' 

if.!t, i'u a‘.>, .5 . ?.?-•. : •' ' 

rj+t r'*?. h\ 

To^w /r , * >^ry r»,, 

Sif /(j- Ai -'s '. Ske.,''.'!- ■ rti!! 

I <Ju,iUG ’*U.sK' ■■; ' 

SliJirp viCiOiOAT rra-;n<. 

Sislirp iCecil!. f I r.s ♦ 

Slwrp (Mrs* C. A.\ i )yl> rs 

, .'.An. ■ . . ' . 

Sliedlock (i. S.) IKE riAKOFijRl'K 
SONATA. fj. 

Slidky (Percy B.**. AOONAtS : TV :v 

tt» fbtj unxm e.f joLn A«Tj“r cT 

* EndyHSWUt'elc. !'’](ar(i ihc lypn, &f 

l/idot, iS;'i. .s,net. 

SlieppiM (H. PO, S\,X, 9tr 5T Trtrinp 
lionhl 

Sto'WdKArttiur^M.A. IlFr IN WEST 
LON I ION. rAini iAYi/n’w. Or. g? ,h, 
9,f* i'fL 

sklptey EO* AN F.NO! |Sh 

Clil Ri'li HISTORV FH?^ 0101,0- 
RfcK. AJii s;fr*torO ryith 4 PnrOce l.y 
the Lbhop wl CitniUu?. Wuh NIiaiv wI 
lllmirtllont*. ‘ Cr, fe'A aT ft/T nef, 

Siliie (J.h -Vr IJy T H«x»h ■ \n 

(CB A4. KLAXrK-«r ^ 

i»IJAKT»l, With y Plulc*-. 

4W. »#r 

SItetcWey IR. P. P.L hixm t .% 
An. 

SIciptrHt (IT P* K»X Sf." Linlf tOvT'^*'r-f 
An. 

SMm CIRmgiHih SKTIA : Tlw NNvi 
Winter Rt'v.ji'U WitSi over «« Uhis^tran-iWH, 
Seemtd liJiiim. On 8f»r*, 4^. wr. 

Small CBvan), ALA. /n IK, KAR'ITI. An 
introdtirdtun fft PljyslogmpKy, IHn^traten. 
Or. Srn-f. &{A 

Smallwood CM. 0.). See little Bo<jhs on 
Art. 

SmedleyfR E.;l Scel.P.t. 

Smltli (Adam). THK W^EALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an lotradoeiion 
»T>i!l ntimeroua Notes h'y yimm Ca’knan. 
M.A* TViW iit.t. net, 

Sttitti (Hor*c« and See little 

librwy. 


Smith ill* Hmfi|mii.h >f.A. A HE I? 
jUNIOR AlUfliME'IIC. frawf^ hi 
7f, WiOi An'>'W<'T's,i at. ft/. 

Smith <R. Miidk>» 1 IIOIjr;i!TS FOR 
THK H.U. E4hcd %. f,ffA g,,^ 
x^, A, 7. wet ^ 

Siliilh (Niiwell C*'h Src W. \Vfwk.vorik 
Smith ftlohrt IliWffKWb A FnOK FOE 
A TIAINT IkW M’l,, 

I l/.rnn 0 ? fhn s liliiti! hy 
\V;s:.,rn ^Vstmt*. i‘lUih.!iatn.|. iTm 

Snell <l\ J.\ OF tXMOnn. 

Flu ’If iSu-i, r ‘ , f i, 

sitOTi'dunfC. n... A It \:vDV rTr,i;si ok 

ioailnil HlN'IUia. 4S. iMi. 

SophOiifN. :■• t Clas -i.-kl Tuc*. Lniwiix 
' SnriietiL. AT. Jnai.n S. 'u< ■>! ITtoh-!., 
South Ti.WllfOinX M.A, J iwior School 
i’ ; . 

SuuHjuy ^ 'n.\ 1 : \‘ f T I f SK a:\i ex. 

Kdr. ed \jy I uf. H a:, t »v', , 

^^\;A n (Upa.inif riilTunl, llaviklns, 
T{",<,'*,fn Cavrtnlh'lij. Af-inn/ /T‘'t,n<w. Cr, 

"Vu!. !., <k“ h,'/ HaWhiir, Fnenville. 

' F '*>. ..nd RalujCO- T*. Ij-a (jt, 

See ,\!,«n StHiriam Liluary. 

Sptnee (C. Il,,h YL A, See School Exarnina- 

. 'SKas. . .■ 

SpitfCf [A, tK\ THK FAPKR TRADE. 

With >L„|.n. nn'I IMa-yrain';. iVw/ 
la^■.r. 4T. «:f.i?. ::/■ 

Spmmrr (\\\ A*’|, ?d. 4. .Sue T,ea4«<» of 
■ iiehgtort. 

Staley TMiTeumliiN 'I HI firiLDS OF 
rLOKr.NCh . IHii' jTMtt'i, Set"i''ai AV/Z/m*. 
t'h. net. 

SlanhrldRiJ CJ. W J, F.l). See l.ibraiy of 

i>';rc.(.>ti'''3'tn . 

.* SlaticIWie.;, .. O.C.i.LI',.liCJ'S...AN .U. I:k>,.NT’S. 

. J:HXttndlidrtlim-, '' 2^‘cay.AlT’'if',y "tsr ■" 

Stead cw... i..1. ^SefiTA. 'GMI.mImj' 
SUimmtiA, M. M.h M.A. 

INniATUIV F..,, |,r *vv>' nn KWiwn 
s.iry /VeWn. '• Trfiff. if'dJt'm 
1 ,1. 

FiK^-T I UIN M 
■■■ -■■tim. ■ Cr. 

ri'RST ■rAl"T'V""ITF: ^I'VFTA"; Whh xni«.<s 
:n!.^plctl to lie Shinirr Taiiu TTuHet anti 
\Mcahiilaf y. A>r'rist/A 

■ 

.K..A8.V ... SF:.! .,Ei.:'..fT.C,l‘X.S.. . !?..R;.0:^.f 

The llelvf'tkui War. /'k/rrf 
/xBffm. . -m- ' . ' r: 

E ASW'SEiiEC :;n:'ONS . ■■.P'ROW rnyv, 

Kirsg'’^ of K’c'ne. iO,w. AVr.Jrfii luiii/m. 

ivAsv l'a’1 in t\‘\s?\gfs for unsken 

. TR,ANS,LAT.i:ON,' ■ • ■. 7xm'M ■ :E'£A ..'Ai#, 
C'.^- Bfm:". 't'.':.: 

FjXFAI PL A ! \'I IXA, Fir<>.t E,\erdsfts 
in Lain Acetuenrt?, With Wnahiikry, 
.ArfV/rin I’r.i'rr. n. 
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EASY LATIN EXERCISER ON THE 
SYNTAX OF I'HK SHORTER ANH 
revised LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocatalarj'. /i/«'irw/A Ediitm, 

remtiikn^ €r, Etv. ijs* fe/A 
Sdiiififi* «, 'SA Kkv, %t, nri. 
the LATIN COMPOUND SENTIENCE ; 
Rules and Smvtd 

Cn m* Cv/. With Vocukilarf. jjf. 
NOl'AN r> A q U A 1 : DA M ; M krelliwcous 
Latin Kxerr.isfS on Vvinmon Rules and 
lu-a/, Sm 

js. 6i‘A Wtih Vocahulary, Key, «- 

LAI IN ViICALULARH'S FCtk^RFPIv 
TITiON : ArriUisrd at.'ccndijis. t*.** Sulijccts. 

iCfV/r^’w, fttw, i,f. t'uf. 

A VOCAIVLTLAKV lAF LATIN IDIOAIS. 

sSm.'?. is. 

STEFS 10 OkEEk. 77w,/ AViVim, r^- 

h>t 

A SHORTER CREEK PRIMER, Seaifid 
£(ffinm. Cr. Srw. is, 6. A 
EASYtIREEK FASSAOESFOK UNSEEN 
TRANSLA'JTON. /Awr/A ri** 

t'/jM S:n 7s, tiif. 

GRlSIiK VOCAFCLARIKS FOR RE- 
PliTITION. Arrapucfi according to Suh* 

jects. i‘hwr//f /AjV/jfJtt, i'if/i/, 8,v. it 6,/. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SEJ ECTIONS. 
For the use of Srh»¥)!s, Witii Introciuc- 
tion, NotcSt ttisd Vacabul.iry. Fmp’ih 

Kdifim* /TaT- fvf. 

STEPS TO KKENCiE JuX^kik AVAVw#/. 

i 8 )»m 8 »'/v 

FIRST FR ENCII TJ- SSONS, Erg/tfk AA/A 

//»!, C 7 r. ^T’ih i.t. , 

EASY FRENCH PASSHIES FOR UK- 
SEEN TRANSLATION, AV.r/A 
/iVwj rmyetf, /Art A Sh'a i.t. &/» 

P:AS¥ FKKNrif KXI'RCLSKS ON ELK- 
MENTARY SYX'rAX, With Vocahu- 
lary, /Vwr/Zi M'diimL Cr. £?■<», es, 6/. 
Kev. -If, m-/. 

FRKNCIl VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PKTi'riON : ArranKfil according to Stib- 
iMtft. 77tirtffnfk /AA>Y*>«, ^ AVo/. ia. 
See »Ko Stju.Mil LAaniinalkni Scvk^', 

Steal m. Elllolth M.A,, F.C.S, THE 
\¥ OREO i 1 1'" S C I E N «: JA With 147 
illmtratiotrt, AVryw^r /A ///«>«, t"#'. Bw. as, 

S«i alw* Si’ltonl E.\iijaln.tfii»!i Series. 
Stephenson {COf of fijr 'rechnietd College. 
Bradford, ami SwtMards (FO of ihe 
VorkHuttt i*eed*i. ORNAAIEN* 

TAL llKSir.N FOR WOVEN FABRIC.S. 
Illustrated. JMmy Sr-tf. Tkini Mdiiim, 

StlphYnson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THK CHRISTIAN 

FAITH. Cn Bt'A &(i, 

Sterne ( Laiirettce). See Lit ik library, 
Sterry (W,). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. PfmyZtw, 
Steiiart (KatherineL BY ALLAN 
WATEIR. SffflmiMdiiim, Cn 8m* 6s* 
St0Veil««iii CR. L4 'I'HK LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN.SON TO 


■ HIS FAMILY AND FHIENDS. 
► 7 ®Ject€d and Edited by SttNEY COLVIH. 
fhtrd Kdtit0m» Cr, 8 rw, tm, 

Li&KARvEniTioK, i!? 4 ?wyBm aw/* 

A Colonial Edition is also isublLhed. 
VAlLIAfA LETTERS. Wilh an ‘Etelied 
Fpriraii by William Strang. Sisrik 
iuditim, Cr, 8 fw. Btickmm, 6s, • 

A Colonial Edition i& also published. 

THE LIFE OF IL L. STEVENSON. See 
O. Balfour, 

Stevenson (M. L). FROM SARANAC 

TO thp: Marquesas, Being Letter 

vvrmen by Mrs. M, f. Stevenson during 
iSS^i-S, Cr, Sm 6s. wi, 

LET’i'ERS FROM SAMOA^ 3891 - 95 . Edited 
and arranged l>y M, C. Balfour, With 
many Illustrations, SecfiMd SdUim Cr. 
Sm-- 'dr, net, 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio- 

■ graphies. 

Stokes (F, 04 , B.A, HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. . From the translation of Sir 

■ ■■■■T. URQUHART.and P. A. Motteux. With 
. a ..Portrait in Photogravure* Ov.Sw. . 3 * 61 ^. 

■ ■ net, ■ • ■ . 

Stone (S. J*). POEMS ANB HYMNS. 

■ ^Vitb:--. 'a . Memoir by F, G, Elleeton, 
.M,A. ■ With Portrait, Cr, Be'* 6 * 

Storr (VernoH' F.), M.A., Lecturer in 
the Phiiosophy of Religion in Cambridge 

■ University ; . Kxamlning Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of UniverHtty College, Oxford. DEVELOP- 
AtENT AND BlViNE PURPOSE Cr, 
.Sm s* net. 

Strake.r(F*.). See Books on Bnsluess. ' 
Strenne (A. W.), D.i>» See Churchroan’s 
,. Bible, 

StrmtUm CR* A*). MODERN MUSIC 
AND htUSIClANS. With 34 lilustra- 
^ ttonsv ■ S'eemd Jufihm, D^rny 8 m fs, €d, 
■mi. 

Strnifil (H 4 , D.Sc.. ALA, PRACTICAL 
■.. PHYSICS.. With. inany:l>iagfams.:::...*Yi(r<w»/ . 
duitiwn, 3 * mi, 

Strutt aoMmk), THE SPORTS ANB 
PASThiES OP THE PEOPLE OF 
KNG.LAN.B. Illustrated by many Engmv- 
. ings. Revised by j. CuAKi-KS Cox, LL.IX, 

. F.S,A. stu. mi. 

StimrtCCapt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
. FOR PERSIA With a Map. Cr. Sm. 6s. 
Stwrcli.CF.)..*. Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Cornell MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin- 
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, 1892 - 3905 , Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection. 
With so Plates and 140 Figures. 

'S* nei. 

Saddards (F.). See C. Stephensonv ' " ' 

SarteesCR.S.)* SeeLP.L. 

Symes g. n,% M.A, THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Sec^ndEditim, 

2 * 6d* 

Sympsem (E. M.), M.A., M.B. See Ancient 
Cities, . 
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Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


..flrtltiiir,.., Ai»R.lCOLA.*^ iiti , 

, «ic.i by K- I, M.A,, 

MaABm: m. ' , " ' ‘ 

ClERMANIA, Bf sli« m«i« E^si^r. ' 

S»A «, Owkis! T 

T«ll#Cli(W, I* IfOW AB I » LETTERS AN D 
M E M'p HIES. IMmj 9m. * mt> 
Ttliler Ci*)i Se« library 
Tuylur {A. B.% TIIF Ei.EMKNTS OF 
Kif.T 'O'HVSICS. /Vwram . 

TiiyterfF*CI»)» M A> St e C«mm«fetal 




'nrfP.ClO, 3 

ii»rilf A* I* Ste0wf'.jrd Biographip^ 


tiip0r CJbhit Wo* C'OmINCv OF 

illE SfUNl.T^; Int.i^jKviiiuu aoo 

In >IS •, ,> ,’*:0 

Wsih 4 (.ii l4ivis«rAiU'**(>., i t *;4', iW, 

Tiyl#r T. m.). M.A., iVilow of 
ami r.*iy*. C»'i^lej*r, CAtfivtuBif, A CuX- 
STITUTION.\f A\’0 FOIJTJC.O. 
HISIOKV 0|. HOMi% CW;,^ 
Tii«ni«liile*»B«HeIUCI. TO. TiiK COM* 
FLETESHOT r/.u-s^atiid. 

Twtiyibtt (Alfred, Lord). 1HR KAKLV 
POEWS UF. KfVitv^i wsih S j^ikI 
MS by J. CiiVHtQ^t 

M.A. fr. if'j. 6i, 

IM MKMOlUAM, MACD. AND THE 
P R i N C K K S. Ed jletl by j . Oil: K-j i %■ 
CoLi.ms» M.A. <>. fev. !d'. See alvj 
link Library . 

T«rry|CS.). SHspxfmil Bk>j?iaph*r,s, 
TliiicReriiF C W* iH»). Link Ltbrai y 

%M. M.A. INSECT LJF.L.. 
IlkMraietl. MdifiM €r. 

9m. ii. bd 

Tkv»mpmMiA. ID- Link GsiiJe*, 
Tlltil'OUClUarF WO. .DAILY STMKNF;Tli 
FOR tkiLV NEEDS. FrfL 

jfibw. JMmm ifeeiA 6,1 . WitL Ai» 


edition k Wttftkr bindbiig. fk. 
T#«|dcln« (H: wo, F.H.fIS. 

CSwbi*”^ 


Sfr Link 


T#wiiky (Ml# SttiAiiL MV CHINESE 
NirrRORHTK Witi, liLnumkii*. .mid 
« Map*. 7yih^/ui. Prm^Bf'tx tr?r. bf/. nfr/ 
TwhIsMs M.A, I/Lsit, S«-e 

Ostford 

1 Vi«€li(IHNfcrl»ertb DIURDRE WEDIO D 
AND OTIiKR POEMS, Cr. «p# 5.^. 

An of Utiny htnarn <,kllver«d hy 

fbetllirre %’ok<es>,_ ft deak with lf.(e kvt f.f 
Dftirdw kr N Ari’r .uid foitmkd «rs a OiMflju 
Vewiors oftbe Tragical iiik of the Sons of 
tjwsack 

Tf<W*S|fH)«(Cl» M.L EtTlaw of Trinity Coikge. 
C«i»W#e. KNCLAND UNDER THE 
STUAETa Wills Maps mkI Plans. Tkm^ 
A’llfEV#. Pfmf %m* 10 s. mi. 
Tff>!||tl«E CO. 60. See Link Oaidm 
TflBr ce AOr B-A-. aca See jimior 
School Bfwiki!.. 

CFmii«e«R Scst Unk Bookii 

Oft Art* 

COMFLRtK 
CttLEER. Illustrated. Eti^ik Etittim. 
Pim,f l«w» w, W, mi. 

A Coloftk! Kdidoft k‘kko niiWished. 
¥i«illliitt CH»ltry|. See Link -.Library. 


THE NAPLES lUXP ElA, With as IlK 
ns 6 tl 0 hi*i« Cok-'Ur Ly AlAUtictf. 

HAnKN. iCi»« €.>. 

A C'olostkl Ldjiifin i* s\lm puhliwied, 

Vcwgelift iA.h Jd.A, St’c j »**»''»<' EA&mitm* 
Um .vrir-.. 

WnddoiDCoL M A*;, l,l.D.,C-B. LHASA 
ANDIISM\Sl|,Kli:s, WitliaReaml 
f‘f tl,." r>iHd«r.fi r.f I.,, ) Wkli 15 ^ 

ouh M.ijci, '/’A/n/ «w<if 
iuHiiim, iJemy i^ry. 

Wttdf OL ML )» D, D. Oi', D 1 ESI A M EX1 
HiSiXiKV. \Vjfh /{///i/irfiVkw. 

' r»% ' O. 

UA'ngner iRktiaril), AfUSlc* DRAMAS: 

! Litfrjiirt.’Uiun^, c'snimdyiug Wagner's own 
vxpliiUAthm, By A* L. CLkATiiEK and 
B. Ckumi. In /'bwr J V/w?w«. Wrn/ Sev. 

J s*r. >id. fmk. 

VoL, L Tfjj' Ki\<,; or thik Nibeuwcs. 

1 TAtfd Editim, 

'. V..*h. AL, L;3 Hkkgr,w, and 

; Thk Hutv Ghail. 

ALti., in «-l'»iHiAN AfiD Isolde, 
IWilta. €0* DEVILS. Ilkstntwl bylh® 

' Author .'mdfrnin i-ilwiognpInL Dfmv'itv* 
4 jr. na\ naf, See alw Aniwniiriy's Boow, 

W«iter» flL HO* See Llwlt Ikok# mi Art 
Mid CiAssk'- iff An, 

A%"iilfori iF. WO. See SOvm»I llistorks. 

W«ltot» flwaci ttwl Cotton (CEiriool 

Se® I 1*. L,, SuniiiirtJ Llbiuiy, wid Link 
Lilimy, 

YVirren# Vernon (Hoti. Wllll«fii), M.A. 
HEADINGS CTN lll’fi INFERNO OF 
DANTI', cm thr Cmnwenkry of ■ 

i- m ,Ti ' -i I ‘1 , fliifl otheranthwiiifeiA. 
Wsili ill by tlw Eev. Dr* 

J\! n,nitr, In Tho Vchuirkh Smmd £di* 
?#>«* rwirrjy TV. St^A i«, # 1 #/. 

Wntwlnnufteirtrt. Allredl. mrU THR 
SIMPM' •llEAinO'.D; Eiale llomilksw 
W«’»irt«n in 1 1 mm » y 1 h4» c ,« Sfmmi Udiitm. 
Aw, »;/ /♦,>!'/ I,u j.M'i mi, 

S«f I* Link fhiHiny, A 

W^ott lEfftilcI*'}. Srr 1, E. 

YVeiitlwhead LI . CO, M.A, EXAMINA* 
if UN I Ui.KSJN JIuKAlJv into*, 
sn See 4ib«s Jofttoi Examiniiion Sfrkt, 

Wkhtiwsr (F. C.b ^e« 1’exrt,KK>k,‘»of Teclioo- 

Weif^'VArdsItMiMb M-A. A.\ INTRO* 
DUCTIDX 10 ’THE HLs'rORY OF 
^lODKKN Ff'KOPF. CE fem fe. 

Wells CSMney IIO See Tex tkmks of Science. 

WeililJI*), ’.M. , Felluwanid I'uicw ofWadhAm 

CoIkKe. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Tkinf Dr Ow* %s»id. 

A SHORT UlS'D DtY OE KDMK. ifwW 
£Jiii0». Willi ? Mftfrt. Cf% Mm, ptM* 
St'tf Hk« I .iirk OiiMec. 

WheWoiiCF.WO* A IJITLK IIROTHER 
TO THE WEDS, With 15 llittfl»tf«ii| ; 
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I ©fwliich art l»y A* IL lli,scKLAj^f?. 'turgt 
Cr, 8s/i?. A.'. 

Wlllbfaj H«iiley. 

WMltejCLA, M.A., Fdlow o/ P^mbmU 
CoIkg’»?j CslimHrKigr. GRI 1 .KK OLIG-AR- 
CHIEP J 1‘HW R ORC ;aNJSAT 10N 
ANU CHARACTFR* Tr. n. 

WhlUMriQ* M*). Fee Churchman's 

Hi We. 

Wlilte (OilliertX T I f K X A T V R A h 
HIMDRY or SKIJlOKNK. l-.lhcdW 
L. C. MlAl 1 ,, lAK. S., A‘'iHiKte>i3 hy W, War'IjK 
frtWLRK, M.A, t'f’i Er,\ 6.1* 

Sfcealso St.‘»tKhu«l Lihifu'v 

WWttItW IK* i*'* C‘*«nmf;r;irfJ Rerk'N 

WliitekfJtd I A* WAh « 1 A h V A U U D h 
CDLHl \ V. liiublrai«d* 'oz'ih 

I ax. 6^'/. fti't, 

Wlillelcy ClR» LloydV Principal of 

the Mwwi. iiwl StJuMjl, Wesi Brom'- 

wkh. AN RLKMKXTARY lEXT^ 
BOOK OF mORiJrANfCCHKMISTRY. 
Cr. St'ii, at. (■*/. 

Whitley (Misftk l«uiy Wilhe. 

Whitten (W * )* j ohn I'homas Smith. 

WfiyteCA. Cl-)* B.Sc* Fcr lk’ok5onBudne5P, 

Wiikrfdrc® fWllfrM). Se« Little Bcoks 

wlJileiaiiCfflri. Ii.F: PROFUXI ns. 

Eiiitim* t>*» 5 "-', ncf. 

A C«>io»ial Edilian is alr':i pwblislieii 

THf4 DUCHESS OF PADUA, 8m 

W#. W. mi* 

FOKMS. Pmyfit^h 

INTKNTIONA /Vwrrm r.x. a. «r/. 

SALOME. AND f/nlKR PLAVK, JVmj 
8 w, »»x. mi, 

LADY WINIIKKM EEL'S FAN, Demy 

Ssv* SM. 6 ii» mu 

A WOAIAM OF NO i:h!!*OR1'ANCE. 

DlwySfA lai. A/, tfi'l, 

AH IDEAL fllLSBAWIl, Jkmj &%>. 

isw, M* mU 

IHIC IMPORTANCE OF BEiKG EAIL 
HKST, 

A HOUSE OF PUMEORANATES ami 
THE HAPPY PRINCE. iV«y Sm 
ns* M* «rA 

LORD ARIIIUR SAVILE‘S CRIWK am! 
OTHER PROhE S»!KCFS. /Vwy Era. 
sat. Aif. mt* 

WIIWm IW. If . a VuX the aukn 
INYASION. m, iW. 

Wllll«»i« CA.L Ph.'IROL FIFI'ER: or 
Pretty SteriniiR awl h’unrty ?icui»r».s, Hltis* 
trated in Culuiif % A. w. Mis4.s. Btmy 
4/#. M. 6»/. mU 

Willianisoti ('M» iL)» Set Aiwieni Cities. 

WfilltiitMil < W. h T I i h, K K IT I S H 
GARliENKR. IlhMlraied, JMmy Sr^a. 
tew. 4f£ 

WIHIaniiOll (W*), B.A. See Junior Ex- 
iSttiftarbn SerieR, juidor School Baoks, and 
ifegiimer’s Biwlts, 

WtlSww CBecBIti)* t A) R D S T R A T H« 
COM4 1 the Skiry »!' his Life. Illwsiraied, 
Msmy l»». 7f. m» 

, • A CalOiiltl Edition » id>»*4 piihlishec!. 


'VH«ot-Bn*ton (E. M.). MAKERS Or 

"■ *'*'• Sd. $». M 

European History for 

Middle Forms, 

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Map and 
, limstratiow. , Cn 8m 3^.6/, 
iBegimier’s Books. 

JJ'JptJnCJSisliop,). See Library of Bcvolton. 
JYlIsonf A. j.L See Bwks on Business, 
Wifoonltl. A.)*^ See Books «on Business. 
WHson (Jf. A.). See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Wiltpo (Richard), M'. A. LYRA PAS* 
i DR ALLS : Songs iP Nature, Cimrdi, and 
Home, jPsii 8w. ns. &/. 

WinlTOlt <S. E 4 , M.A. EXERCISES IN 
, CnSm w. fw. 

LArm HEXAMETER YERSEj An Aid 
to,Cmiipoaition. CV, 8tw, 3* <kf* K,ev, 
■-.SS,m£t, .. 

WiiidlafB. C A.), F.ILS,,BLS.A. See Anti 
■ rjuary’s... Books,. .,L.ittIc.:.Gwides,'., Ancient.' 

Cities, and School Histories. 
Wfntcrhotham (Canon), ^ M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. See Churchman’s Lilmiry. 
m''oo«l(Slr Evelyn), F.M„ Y.C, G.CB., 
&C.M.G, I-EOIVI MIDSHIPMAN Tcl 
FIELD-MARSHAL. \Hth 24 lllmtra* 
tions and IMaps, A Akw Chmfsr 
Pemy 8m fs* 6d. mA 
A Colonia! Edition is also published. 
lYeOd (J. A* E*)* See’ TeatlxKiks, ■ of 
Technology. 

Wooda. liicRory). DAN LEND, lllus. 

■■ -i-ratod,'. TMrd Ediiim, ' 0. 8m. ■ &. ■ ■ ■ 
xV Colonial Edition is also published. 
WitodCW. IHrRfoeck), M.A., hue Schplnr of 
Worcester College, Oxford, ami Editionds 
(Major J, E*), R.R., D.AXL-M.-O. A 
iFJSl'ORV OF THE CIVIL WAR 'IN 
T'HE UNITED STATES. With an 
I ntrodfeclion by H. SfKNSEft WitKtNSON* 
With »4 Maps and Plans, Sssmd Ediitm* 
DemyHw, tng.6d»mi» 

W'^rdaworth (Ctirlftopher)* See ' Anti- 
'qnury'a Books, 

Wor<l«w«rtIi(W.)* POBIMSBY. Selected 
by StorrORU A, Bkookiil With 40 illtis. 
trationd by Eumunu H, Nbw. ,’V^Tth a 
FrotUbpIecein Photogravure. /)#wfy8w. 
yr. W. xwrjf. 

A Colonial Edition h also ptiMished. 
Wordsworlh^fW.) ami CoIerMf e (S/F*). 
See Little Idbrai-y. 

Wrijrht (Arthur), DJ)., Fellow of QtieeiTs 
College, Cambridge. See Chiirchman’s 
library. 

Wi 1 g:lit{C, Cordon). See Dante. 

Wright (J, C.). TO-DAY. Pmy i6m0. 
IX. 6<af. net, 

Wright (Sophie). GERIMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION, Fcap* Zm, 
IS, 6 sf* 

Wrong (Oeorgo M 0 » Brofessor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL Or,FXGfN. Illustmted, mmf 
' ' 8m- , yr, <64, mi, 

' A Colonial Edilioii is also pnblLhed. 



Messrs. Methuen’s Catai/khik 


uft/f Ck 8m 

Bm ! Vowig i l-llAOii'j, T H F ro M p !,ET F, 

i Mihrn, A’rru.'/f/ #*«</ I^emrifim. 

iJfwp S'?*^ t'ix, M'.. 

l/' .|. , ^ 4. C^buialFfhimii jtl .n 3»utj|i‘.!w(f, 

rilF jAV fit Iffl KAAli:A,i \iww- 
uf the Moior Car, .V wf a ///%»«» 

VoiHW IT. THF AMKRIcaH 
tin IAN INAIVAKV: \ Si„!y Jf 
U.Akrj-A Cr,:.:v. C/trff^ 2S,M • 
'«■* ■ /A/V’r/'.!Ar.;V, J . s'* /, 

^. .. . . . ,i!lmrttcrii CAiiliml.tt,l. .... IhT..,\VK' 

BA. A or mi>H ' K\n\\ i:uNCLkNIX<, KLFClFll 

SckcSed fturn WrH+'f- . CITY is.t'^i.neL 


WymiU.) 
CJF TUF 
a 1 5 r . rij 
Finsif,-uj»' 

V««l^ I'W, 
VIAiNK. 


Til FLA 

•. j:i \i:il .MOLNTAIX. It* 
liija'i of M'Uit:?'-,. ,r With 


Ancient Cities 

«i*ner.il E^iAor, B. C. A. W'lXDLi;, D.Sc 


CitR''‘iFn. r»y H- C. A, Wiad.lrAkS*.. ITK 
IlludriUed by K IL \etv, 

SiiTPU^inu.'^. B>' T. Audeus M.A.. F.S. A 

Cawi FMwmv. By J. C, Du, t J.JL, ¥.KA 

lllnstraseil. 

KrdX'HUW.ij. By M. G, Wdljam^-an, >LA. 


M.lJ. irs>*,!r;it.d hyi:. W/Htw, ' “ ” 
BRii-’i iL, By AU'r»,;«,l Harvey, IlhblttiKfil 
liy IL IJ. Xf'w . 

0£!m..ix, By .'v A. 0. Fit/jmtrkic. Illimwicd 

ly W. C. I iJtcn. 


Tlie AMiiq^tmtfs Books 

General Editor, j. rHAULKS COX, F.S.A. 

Dcm}' 7 r. 4 /, w/» 

,isisc By thr KL*U Tm U>n‘M lAm %‘r lAir.i. By J. 

AaMjttek A.yjt, r. L 1,1 li, I'.S, ll!u.Hfi,ii!«i 

m. Fhj, .aIan*’'.*' /•4^ r> MafiMfifA* KiiCOkiH, 

’nm FttKi^tHtnufir r, By X4iF.ifH«*'i L ilMur, IlhiHiia’r*!. 

m n, r. .V Wnnilc. A.Hp , Fr'ra.F u Bv.f, llanvy Wwm, 

I'll 'Ui'!m'»'rws ■■■■ 

Tt»H HitMr-iflV Ha.tyirK'l , Bv AdoInllllN 
/>r rUF i l-aiLud, B' . i,l HI. W’uh '7 llhisfr, 

Ily ChrLf^'C'iri Thk BKA'"'^rN ifii l \%m. By flrrtwkf 

Hsmiy Liukhakf, WhIs W. kirn, M. A. Wilh »h,iei 5 llluistirallDns, 
I (Dihti- IIU<*‘iin*ilion»» .StXtmJ 

By f. K,-af, ill's Alkn, PS %. , lUs.i ,H I nr tv ’'lint!' m asi». fly 
HIS ami Thus | tUr HmIu lA'V Vljlwiff tkiajml, O.S.Il 

ANtt h\s\K AwTt»^l’iT)r’“< i H'jih tis.djy liB, it.uii .. A/*rw,/ hHiim, 

«. I.L.lB HUisIraiiwB ^ t Tioi: Btej rs rsr F ‘"i,.! /i>n. By Tannn J, j. 

rt'iir-H BAS?rrs>« ByJ.C. Wall 1 UavsH), IkH F.S.A. Will* IlSu.ai'Alkm'.. 

ius Illu&imtio«> ati‘l TUiii'.. * StAmif 


Tie Arden Skakespeare 

Dimjf Stv. 2.U 6i.i, r«/ mk‘& rn/Viw/«7 
General Editor, W. |, CRAIG. 

An eclitioi'i of Shakc&|>eare in single Hayp. Edited wiih a full liUuKlyction, Textual 
Motets and a Commentary at the foot of thn p;tg«v 

Hami.st, Ediieil ljy Edwiwtl Dawdert. . ] Ksxo Lfah. Eflitwl !»y W, J. Cras}^, 

RyMWi JuUKT# Eiiited Ly' Ediisaid j Juuij-v CaKhah. FdiB'tl by M. Maemillan. 
Dwd«ii. i I Tim TemfeisT. EditiiJ try Rlmciwn L«rr. 

f C$Mimimi 
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Gkneral Literature 


Arbw? SiiAKr^ricARF 
Oxiisti.o. hy If, C. ILui, 

Titos AKDK«K2t*u,s. Ediieil Ity H. Bwl. 

C¥MPEf4SvE. Ef.!itctl l)y Edwttnl Dowdeis. 
The AIehmv Wniv^ of Winukor^ Edited by 
H, C. Hart. 

A NfoiiiV Edited by 

H. Cttiiinjfd-ftH'.. 

Kim Hkkk'V V. iMistf*! I^y IL A. hmm* 
Ar.i.'s Wlm- Til 'vr Ends Wio.l. Edited by 
W„ O. )’ri|5.stoi ki.'*. 

Thk Taming ok Ttm Shkfw. Edited by 
H, W{'.rwk.;k IlDfiil. 

TiMON or Ariir'.'-. IvUttil by K. Mghton, 
MFA<ttKE Ftm Ml AsiFiD Edited by fl. C 
Hart. 

Twelfth Niaiir, Eiliied idotetoti Ltice. 


i Tim UBnmmT op Venice. Edited hf 
j C, Enois Fooler, 

I Teoiu;s AKt» CKtssfDA. Edited By K* 
■j ■ Deigbitofl.^- 

I Ak^onv ak» Cleopatra. Eldiied bvR, H. 

;' Case. 

i Love’s LAnouR’s Lost. Edited by H. C. 

> Han. 

' Thi: Two Ckntleman op Verona, R, 
j Warwick' Bond, 
j Bekiclks. Edited by K. Beigbkm. 

, The Comrdv of Ekrors. Edited by li, 

! Cumogham. 

! KtNT» RicHAitJ Hi, Edited by A. H, 

’ ^ ^ Thompson. 

! King Joiw. Edited by Ivor B. John, 


The BegiimeFs Books 

Eaitcd by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A 

Ea'^y F^jP'icSf IviiYMLD P.y flenri Bkuet. 

Seemd Editimu IIIus-traietL is, 

Kasv Storjfs fF'-'M Krw! i^iK History. By 
E. M. WilfiM , Aiiibcsr of ‘ Makers 

of Elurope, * V'”i «•>•*/ £di tit> ?i. C n Ss ii. 

Easy Exknc5^.es sn AiOTjiMKTic. Arraiiged 
by W. S, MfAfti. SMnd £^iiiim, #€■«/. 


8m Without Answers, i.v. With Answers, 

%s. 3 jf. 

Easy 'Dictation and Spelling. By W. 

WThiamsott, B.A, .SV.r/A J?//# Fea^,Qtm„ is» 
An Easy Poetry Book. Selected and 
• arrangjed by %\\ WTIliamson, B.A., Author 
of * Dictation Passages.* Sms*d MdiMm* 
Cr, 8m- ts. 


Books on Bn^ess 
Cf. St'0. 2 .f. 6 ef. net 


FojriK Aico fion, •. By DinieJasOwen. 
Railways, By E. IL 

Tiik Stih,k I'ATiiA’ DF. By Chas, Diigukl. 

Fft'i'Mii i'jfithm. 

T«»*5 JSl^SINlD' , ifV INN5.-KAKGL, By A, J. 
Wilson. 

Ti«k KiKCTfrit.,A5. I'jm.isvniv: Ljghtikg, 
'Tkaij'Iiw, Am* I'owLK, By A, Ci. Whyte. 
Ik. Sr. 

1 'iiK Siiirrtrn DILI. !%'fn*-TNv; Id. Hisiory, 

'Scient'i-', rr.-Lcjii s‘, and Fiiiiitioc,' By David 
Eollovk, M.I.K.A. 

Thk Mdnev ft. By Ik Ktrakcr. 
llIB lUMNFNn SntI Oi AoKfCULTEKL. By 
A. n. L. Hoy VIS M.A. 

Law IK Bt'si:,»Vu By I- L A, Wilson. 

ITiK IlKKWiNf. lNm'"T!{v. By Julian L. 
lUlicf, F LC, F.C.S. 


The Aotomokii.e Industry. By G. de H, 
Stane, 

Mining and IfiNiNG Inyestnents. By 
*A. Moil,* 

This Business ok AnvEKTismc. By Clarence 
G, Moran, IktrmicrMl- Law. Illmirated. 

Tun r*E Unions. ByG, Drawe. 

Civil Knoinkeking. By T, Ckwtoii Fidlcr, 
MJnst. CJC, llhistratcti. 

The Iron Tkaije of Grkat Buitain. By 
L .J, Stephen Jeans. IlhiMraletl. 

'hfoNOPoMEs, 'Trusts, and KARTRULfL By 
F. W, Hirst. 

The Cotton Industry and Trade. By 
Frof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commence in the Univmity of Man- 
. che.sten Iliusirated. 


Byzantine Texts 

]:ailai by J. B. BURY, M. A., Litt.B. 

A series of lexis of By z, inline Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 


Zachasiah i>f Mitvlknk. Translated by F, 
J. Hamilton, D.D,, and E. W. Braoks. 
Dfmy 8 'm laA Ik/. wtfA 

EvACiRiirs. Etlii«d liy Mm Pannwiikr and 
M. lliifeA , PeMjf il:v, loi. Iw/. wL 


■The History of Psellus. Edited by C 
Sathas. DimyBxm, xss»mt 
Ecthesis C'MSONica. Kdited by Professor 
Lambros, Pimy dm* fs* €£ net* 

,TitB Chronicle of Morea. Edited by Jolm 
Schmitt.. Demydz/a* is#, mi* 
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MEssRi Methuen’S Catalogue 


tnieCSiuzclunan’sBible 

Genera! Kdiior. H. BURK, BJX. F.R.S.K. 

' li. 4/, nfi r#j. 

A i.nit't Kx|>«flilans on ihe of tlie uhich H?jl f>f Ncrvice to tfe 

!r4«lf.r in Ih^ pr.aaicnl and ikvoi?o?!.d sfndy #if il»<' S.irffi| 

Eiifll IS p?ovu|fwi ^itli ^ fill! and uluar I nu cirfiK ' • -17 Sveilmi^ in m'ldcb is 
’AfLit H liinjwn or lured rcsi^dmg tlie ;iu<l oo.aMujii rd com* 
|io j«jors of tte Book.nnd nnyoilnT i^triuidar^ tba! iii ly |irl|} Wfluujfl.ite it.s rmstomg 
as a vyhrtle. The IAiK'*ddnn is div>df-»,| ano secttosm hi a !eni;t|j» uorrc* 

‘»^na4ia^ i*s a-i Wix«.slnti v^Uh lUo divi'-snns of the lAniioiuay* The 

c/ui of f '' A’id i: \Tsac5n ss pritds’d 11 * Iij!I, *.mli loiicititua ar^* 

Siwnncsl rsecowy Ijcang itS' footnote®, 

LruasLH on St. F^ccTfw Aiokcle to i Uaiasu Fdiiyd t^y^V. I'. Ihwnff*, 1s|i. 'fm 


■11-! t( Kditr:! 'oy A* W, 

sau, M A. AVva#?*'/ KdawH^ 

l-k'd n»^u.sTRS* Edited by A. W. Sireane^ 

lEli. 

I'nr: I’lTvTEr op Pmu, thk Ai ' s^rr t 
•niR lh«n srt'tAs^R, by C K. IK 

Ibl). ^Sti4^md £dti/m. 

Tsiif Kiusti* m St, Ja|«es* FMIte<l by 

IL W. Fttlfofd MmV 


IWiiwot. ‘AT* h Map. nei fmk. 

Tnr, F.pimi T ut* I'a\'{, t»k Aros-u.K to 
Tprr. Ei‘!ifcsJAS>. Ivlitetl by lb IE Whitaktr, 
. A . 

The C>cAf.n. Acc^aauve, to Mark. 
K'hicd by J C. Dll |yu}\.s(.sG >!,A. as, 6rf, 

St, FArt.\ l•!J<-T^|l■s m thf Coioamams 
AfiB Ihai.KMOK, luhictl, by H. J.C, Knlgtej 
M-A, tu «#/. 


fha tthTmthman's Library 

'General Editor. J. H. BURN. U O. , K. K. S. E. 

€rmm JD iad. 

Timhm4*«*Nmfiner CH^niTAmv. . Soan Xrw 'rr-TAsif.xt rF(U*!H}»M» By 

Ilf W, K, Calbfl'*, &LA, With M'np, ; Ariliiir Wife'll I, lb D. f*L 

TiW U.iNarKmnnli»:AW?^ Hwn Ai«n ' 1'‘ie €w*i«t‘}iMA»«'‘s fs'iuojii cnoN rn uig 

AriT««, by Caimis WirneilAitiham, M,A., | Osun I'fcs’? aimk.st, liy A, M. Mi^cfcftys IXA, ' 
IlSeiEtJi • " 1 

I'liE Wyii»<MA^3,*HJ}' o# THIS F«A¥j*if Bm,iK : * 1 hk i i-t h ( ic i'«.a hv I , 'T. Dseeii, 

I W Liiemry fto4 litorfiml Aspeat* By J. ] M.A 

Iloirdeirp lllh Sifmfi i Coy4rA»A’iaT. Thii.oiah.’V, j. A* Mic* 
Kyytwiiof«, By F» lb LUbCb i Cidiuslu &k 


QUiuisiwl TrantilatioiiB 

Kdiied hy IL F, FOX* M,A.» Fallow and Tntw of liia.'aTio; e i'oilego^ Oxford, 

Cfmtm 

A isoriri rMTranshitbumIrcJittthefireekaiid Latin Lla.^atUA, dj.siifnjiiiiiiietl EyliierhiSr 


-Agauttmuon . Ch«xi>bs!>.roe, B'w- 
IVansUied by L^wm Campbell 


ftsceelkni’e m well as by sebokriy accuracy. 

/Ektivi.i.’S 
mcnkks, 

,4i* 

Cicero— I k Orature I. Tmni^iuted by E. M, 
P. Mow*, M.A, |4r. d«/, 

CtCBtO-"*Scteifct Orations (Ibro ^ MHwi^ Frn 
Miar«i»k Philippic ih, ia CaisHimta), TVaai* 

1 ai«d by H, E» I), Biakiston* M* A# 

CicUMK-IbB NaWra Ik^mswi, Traaskted by 
P,BrocSs» M,A* ’ 

Cl«»»©-^-ITN* Officlk Tmiisiakd by-0< B, 
Ckflfewt, M»A, ar, . , 


llocACi’*' lilt* O !«••* ami Kpodea. rraiidaWd 
by A . 1 h L Oil le y, M . A. .pi . ^ 

I.lxTAN— Si.x (NLrinu‘1, hswp&lt- 

iijppus, 1 be C'xL, 'I be Ship, *1 he Piimyte, 
The Lovrr of i''AliseliM.H!) I'rastelatcul by S, 
T. Irwin, M. A. j#. 64. 

Scspfioctj^ ‘-^Kb etnit ami Ajux , Trandftled by 
K, D Mordiekd, M,A. ;h. 64 
Taci tp .«!*>- A kdcoIi^ ami Ckiwania, 
hitcil by R. B, Towndwrid, at, M 
Tn« SAi*i«irtt m JwveJ'Jau TMiisUtiKi m 
E G, Otfji. m> tnk 
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Olassica of Art 

Edited by Db. J. H, W. LAINQ ' . 

f Mt A«t OF THE Gtreeks. By H* B. WtUm, i By A. dt Berwett. Witli 04 

With si« 18 IliivtriitTOnK in the Pkies. A.:y«/8m iQs*€Amel 

f'escU irwAf AVj'«/ Sr'A i'ji, iid. met, | , , 

Commercial Series 

Eaucd hy tl, iin B. GIBBINS, Lilt.D., M.A. 

Crown 8w. 


COMMBICIAI, iMJOfATifi*? Vi TilL<mY AND 

Practice. By K, K. Whitfield^ M,A. 5^*. 

Asun«fod«ciio» **> Melimeii s CnmmetdaJ 
Series iwsitiiw ihf sjycstion of Couiintrcial 
Riitcation Inlly fro^n bojh the puini of view 
of the teaclivr and id the pari^nt. 

BirrisH Co>JMS»c« and i-oinKirs from 

EUZABFIH *J0 VtCTnlUA. By il, d« B. 

GibhiiiSi Lilt.D., M.A, 7 /«V»f ».v. 

CoMMKtcu*. Kxamjnai in>i Pai'KK'n hy H- 
tio B. Gibbinji., I.itt.lh, M.A. sx, t\t 
Tim Fconomics of Commjidf, By H. tie 
B. GibhinSs LitlJi.* M.A, .!»«<?««' £iiiiknt. 

IS. &/» 

A GKKMAN CilMMEIiCIAL KIAJIER. By S,. E. 

Bally, With 'Vocabulary, as. 

A CoMwimtiAi. QmMiUAViw m the Beitish 
Kmfiks. Hy L W. Lyilc, M.A. SiAiJk 
Stiiiim. m* 

A CoMM*fttTAi„ Gkograimv Fdrkign 
NAT itmis-. By F. C. Bwu, B.A. »jr. 


A PpiRiER OF B0SINES& By S. lackson, 
M.A. Tkird JCdiimL is. fvf. 

' Commercial AftiTHMKTrc. By F. C- Taylor, 

M,A. Fmirtk is.M, 

FwE.Nrjt Co.^iMERriAL Corresfondkncs. By 
S, E. Bally. 'With %’'ocabulary. Third 
JEditim. sf, 

German CoMMEECtAL Corehsponoenck, By 
S, K. Bally. With Vocabulary, Sic&md 
. Mditien, ■ st.s. 6d. ' , 

A - .French ^Com'MErcial: .BradeiL'. . By S. .:Ei 
Bally. With Vocabulary, Sscmd Ediiirn. vts. 

Precis Writing and Office Correspond. 
ENCE. By E. K. Whitiield, M A. Sicmd 
£diiwn, 2s, 

A Guide to Professions and Business, 
■By H. Jones, ts. 6ti 

The Principles of Book-keefing av Double 
Entry. By J, E. B. M‘Allen, M.A. as. 

Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards, 

‘ Stcond Edtiim* as. 


T%& Connoisseur’s Library 

2Ss, mL 

" ■ A swiiplticMis series of' » Iwoks 011 ^art, wri-tteiv-by experts for colleotor$v-s«piSrhlf ' 
illusiraled in phoiogravtin*. collotype, and colour, 'The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The fir.si volumes are— ' ■ 

Mkizotints. By Cyril Davtnjwrt. With 40 , European Enamels, By Henry H. CunyWg* 
Pktw jr» Phoicxjiuvurr. f hame, C.B. With 54 Plates in Collotyi^ 

PoHCKLAiN. liv K*I ward Dillon, With uH and Halftone and 4 Plates in Colour, 

HmtfS ill CuloHr. ■» il, nmt 5 >« I r,OLIlS,..THK-AKI,S.LVRSSM.THS-Wo,«r. 1i« 


Fhologrnvure. 

MiNiATmoas. By ThMIey Heath. Wiih^9 
Pklesvin Cklmir, 15 in Cnihrtype. and rg in 
PhotograviU'e, 

Ivories. By A» Mn»»kell With 80 Plates in 
Col!oty3>B and Plioj«.'girjtvu«. 

English FuRKm'RK. ' By F, S. Robinson. 


, European Enamels, By Henry H. CunyWfp 
f hatne, C.B. With 54 Plates in Collotyi^ 

j and Halftone and 4 Plates in Colour, 

! Goldsmiths’ and ^silversmiths’ Work, By 
I Nelson Dawson. With roany Plates in 

I Collalypa and a Frontispiece in Photo- 

I gravure, Seamd £diiim. 

English Coloured Books. By Martin 
j Hardie. With aS Illustrations in Colour 

‘ and Collotype. 


With i(ks Plats in ColDtyiwt and one in Glass. By Edward Dillon, With 37 Hlus- 


Phatogrtvwre, Sicmid £diiim, 


trations in Collotype and 12 in Colour. 


Tke Library of Dovotioa 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 

SmaiiAti St% 2 s . ; kdiker^ 2 s, 6 d, ne£ 

TwCourtssioWoFST. Avoustine* Edited IThk Imitation or Christ. Rditai by C, 
by C. |Bls«» ILD. Ssxik Mditim*, . \ IBigg, D.'D #h«r/A . ■ 

T«i C«»«Tf,AH Y»ail Kditwl hv w’alier A Book: of Devotions. Edited by J, W, 
Lw3k,T).D. £tvrfk Mdi£m. ' .Stanbridge. B,‘D, Stsmd Mdifim. 

, I , ' . ICmiimed, 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 


Tm m 

Lvm lnmctnrtm» E4iii>d % Wtlfer 
Cck| IXIi. Stcmejf 

h Sliwoi’s €a.u “IS* A liiRvnrr A^m Holy 
l4Mt. E*Ji«eii ly C Hjggr Fmrt^i 

Tiik XitMf'Lir.. Edife«l l-y K. C S. 

IJ.B* Stcmd JSSiim, 

A IJwir^E TO ErrMwir»\ Xklited Xy W, 
Siii?>brit.l|i;«, II, IK 

I'Hr P‘ ALMS or riAvurj. Eslked by B, W 
MllR4l(£|tl|»h, Iblb 

Lyra Af>y'fOLjrA, Ity CAicifuil 

aii>.l otlwtH. Kfh'trf! i'V Cusujji >h 1 1 {< -Ilro . ’ 
4ii»i Cauwj II. f,. I.tv-hb:;-;, M,A. ^ 

"Ih« U'av. llyJ.T;iukr, Eujie«t ky 

A, W, llutian, M. 

THI. ThOWHI'S or I'ASCAL, Kdiud by C. 

S. Jerram, M. A. 

On Tnii-: Lovr *.ir C»..'r>. Fy Si. fVaiicjs «!<; 
Sak.k Kdileil by W, j. K.rA^Y'Liiik', M.A. 

A Manual of Consola-hon ^fum tmh 
Saistj' a vr» FATinm'-. Kdk^d by J. H. 
'Bttrny.liy. , ■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Till? Sow“i OF SoKOs. Edilfd by ii. huukrid, 

M.A. 

Thi? Devotions of Sf. An .helm. Edited by 
C. C. J, Webb, U.A. 

G«aC« Afcwndiko. By John Banyjwi. wAiieA 
by S. C Freer, M.A. 

B!s»4!>f Wii.fiJLWk Sac«a Bsu’Ata. Edited 
by A. K. Bam, B. I). 


Lv»a Sack a : A Book of Sa-creti Verse, 
Edited by II* C Ikecbittg, M.A., Canon of 

Weftlsni 5i<.ler* A'swiVm, n risid, 

A llAYlbxm'FlinM i'HKSAINTSAKIiFATHtefL 
Kditedby ). H. Ikm^ U l\ 

HiiAV&aiV A h'lfclloti from the 

Knff bsb >h ‘ I ir Ediied ! >y It * C Uregoiy, 
Li'iHT, 1 I 1 T. .tjiil Lr»vr. A Sclfoikn from She 
Genii u« M } > I m:h. E died I W , K ,1 np;t, M.A. 
An Int’Kttin’r O' n to I'liK I)So"LtLifk. 
By Sf. Fi.ii.uH dc Siik.M 1‘ntu,d;ileil Anti 
i Gj 1. loins M.A. 

M u.L'nr, ''U!'; /4 . Mm?, ri^* ;t Conte. 

of iL'iiih ttiiti liumoiiMily. By ll«>ry 
Moni.tiitn b*a*S of Muw'he^tei. Wsih an 
intiubiUi isMn !iv Elimbeih Waterhouse, 
Editor of' A Little Book of life and Death,* 
Tmi Littik Fi./»%«ks of the Gumwus 
M io-iJFK Sr. FtfANCI*! AND OK liJS 
rgriiLH* Ikisse by W. Hey- 

wood. Willi an Iniraducuon by A* G. 
Bert ers Huivt-IL 

The SrntiTi ai. Guiuk, wiiich BiHenlanjJEles 
the Soul an* I brini;'. it by ifai* Inward Way 
to the Fruition of Perfect Contcmpklian, 
and she .Rich Trea'awe of Intcnwl Peace, 
Written liy I'lr, A! idi.td de Molinos, Priest, 
Translated from ilie Italian copy, printed at; 
Venice, i6Es. Edited with an Introduaion 
by Eaihk)f!n !A"tte!t».MU With ft Preface by 
Canon Scott Hullaml 


Tb» XEnstraled Pocket LiliratT of Plain and Coloured Books 

3^, C*i/« iH'f mtii piij/tfWf* 

A series, in smMl form, rtf Mime fhe famous illiistiaieri books of ficiiofi am! 
genera! literauirf. These are faithfully repritileil from Ibt* first or IkisI tnlilians 
withotB infrodnetion or ttowa, The niiLstrations are chiefly hi colour, 

dOtOHREB BOOKS 

Os.» CftTOCFEh iWim. By Gwrge Pai^*m | Thk Anai.vslh nr Tin? licNTmr* By 

With til Cniowed PiftteM AVu/. 5*, «/A| R, S, Mnines, With f Culaured Plates by 
Tint laFF A%ril)KAiH*iir |nnN Mvtt<uu I tens y Alk»'n, ami 4;^ lilir'tmnonMfm WijckL 

lly Nimtod, Whh prCVdimml PI;a<H T»k Ttmt Dk. hVMAX in Sfxkh h op 
liewy Aikrn and T j, KwwHns. Amri/t \ ttiK BiruKEsyLK, By Wblti.im Gntitbf. 
Mdtit’m. ‘ With ^sif'^obHiird byd. Knwl,«fiflHwi, 

Till f.JPK OP A SwiptSMAN. By NimrewL . Thk T^’ra nf rhutm ‘nKTAX in Sr.hnm 

Whth 3S CM®iw«^HTate$by TImny Alknu I tiv C<wsoi at jun, IW WiUlim CoiiaW. 

Hanhuev Cpmss. By E, S. Kurtires, AVijli 1 With ;4 i\ 4 c.uvt‘d PlAP^by d', Ki^wlauflavn, 

17 Colonml PLwsftndi«W<>wiansin the I I'nK Tnnin *\\ivn »>t‘ Ducimm Svt.uxin 

TMlbyJohn l.««h, Sitcmd Mdttim, I S* akcji of .a Wirr;. By Wiilbsii Combe, 
Mil Spongk's. SryipnNf. Toue, By R, S, | With ?4 tVInnml by d’. Kuwiandsnn. 
SiiTlets, With 1% CikMU'ed ITatex aiul j The Histolv tiK Johsnh Qmak Gl'nils: tlit 
Woodcntsiii ihe Test by Jahn L«rt-«;b, i l.hfle Foundling of ilie late Dr, Syntax, 
jo® WICKS* J AUKTs AKH joLLiTiftS. By U, S. By the Antbuf of * The Hiiree Tours.* With 
Smt«. AViih 15 CJlauted Plates by H. «4 Coloured Plate'H b> ‘Rowlaadsou. 

Aiken. Mdiium. ■ Thk ENCWfiii IUkck of IH'ath, from the 

Thift volinne b reprinted from the «»!.■ ^ liewgns of T, Rowlnnihfiti, with MetricAi 

iremely rare and costly edition of 1 a.43, w*h kb IltuRiratlons by the Author of * Doctor 

contains Aiken’s very fine illiAstration?^ ‘ Syiitai.* / «»a I' W#WAi. 
itwtead of the uawI ernes by Pbiau. . This l»olc contains 76 Colowred Pktes. 

Ark BIamma, By R, S, Sneiees, TVitb i,y TiifDanckop Lsp«': APoiim. ByAeAuthos 
iColowrtd Plate* and 70 Woodaiw in the of * rb'cier Syntaa/ lllmstrated with 
T«l by John Leech, ' : Caiemred lirtgyjrtdngs by T, Rowlinds-oii. 


Genekat Literature 


IlXUATRATFT) IK 


Life in LoKimv * ihf Day and Xjght 
ScejiM of J<;ny llayihum, aad nis 

Ekganl 1 lifsi*®* , t’oriinhiait I'om. By 
Pierce Epau. Willi .46 C Ednurcd Plains Ly 
!. K, «JHi i «. ^‘rniKMlwnln Witk insmferom- 


LiiinAW ar Plmk an'd CoLftuuEt) l&ooKs-^tmBmfA 


licwgrison 

Keal liifB IN or. the H.mWes 

' atst! A 'J venture' ^ t,.',.,.. — :: 


and A'.Henune'' ni Lsq,, and ■ 

lii« Cousin, 1 ’ht Hem. Tom Itehali % nn - 
AroateiirCPlcice llgauh With 3T Coloured - 
PUtfi I'y Allicn and TlowLindi'On, etc. > 

Tvi} i, 

Thf Lii K (iF tvi Ar'U)?. U\ Picjce F.gan. 1 
Witha; Chd'Hjra! Plaie.sly,' Thcodare La««, ! 
anil uu Wv.. ,il, _ , 

TheVicau ‘■'t* \VA>;ri’iLLi!, Py Oliver Gcyld- \ 
Muitln With 1.4 CuUiMed Plates hy T. Rotv- ' 
Inftdhon. 1 

Tub liiiiiTAK'V AT)VEnTi’K.i:s rr jQHxn'v , 
Np.wcnMF. By i.n USilrer. SV it h is, Coloured . 
Plates By T. R'SwiaudMm, 

Tim Naiiokal Sioivts or Great Britaik. , 
With Demlpthim and 51 Colouicd Phites , 
hy Henry Aiken. 

1’his hnok is ccniy!u,eU'' different frara the 
large foiio eiUtidr* sd' ‘ A’atiouril Spoils’ Ly 1 
the' MUM artist, and none of the plates are . 

■ ■ similar* t 


The, Anmnrmm m a Post Captain, By 
A K aval Officer. With 34 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. WilHaiw. 

GamokiA'I or, the Art of Preserving Game j 
andati Improved Alcthod of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and. illustrated 
by l..wrence Ran^’siome, Esq. With fs 
Coloured Plates by X Rawlins, 

An AcahemV for Grown Horsemen : Con- 
taining the completes, t Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Cfalloplng, 
Siambling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
ay Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Reai. . ..Life - in Ik.el.and, or, ' the Das'* ■ and 
Night Scenes of Brjan Born, Elsq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn 0 ’X)ogherty, 
By a Real Paddy. Xlth 19 Coloured Plate.s 
by Heath, Harks, etc. ■' 

The AnvENTiTRES'OF- J0.HNHV Hewcome in 
■ TH.E Kavy. ■ ' -By A.lfred Burton; ■ With' 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson* , ^ 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
J^ahn Careless, Ksq. With 20 Colcurea 
Plates after the style of T. Kowiandson. 


PLAIH BOOKS 


The GravkJ a hv-ftm* Ty Rouert Blair. • 
llluHlMled liy ir Etchings executed by Louis | 
Scliiavoiietls fiorii origiftal InveniicmRof | 
William Blake. Wiliuui IGigiaved'fitle Page 
and a Porwiilt, of Blake fiy 'L Phillips, R.A, 
1 'he iliusirativ^ns are reproduced in photo- 
c .^-gtavure.' - ' ■ 

lixusiKA’iifi> 3 S or 1311 ; Booii of Jon. In- ,> 
vented md engraved liy William Blake- j 
These f.imons llhh{r.«tion‘i'-« 7 T in Jiurahtr | 
-"■arc lepradliceil hi photog'iaviire. , 
jCsof**! Fablks, With ^io Woodcuts by j 
'rbomas Bewkk. j 

WiNt •''uR t. ByW. ILjtrThon Ainworth. ' 
With Plifes^imd Ff WwudnUsht fhcTrni 
by { reel g«f Cnukhliank, I 


The .-Tower -of Lon’-don. . .By . W. : .H-arrison 
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and-sS Woodcuts ' ■ 
in the Text by George Cniikshank. 

Franic Fairlfgh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
.^o.Plates by George, Cniiksbank. • ■ ■/ 

Handy Andy* By Samuel Lover. With P4 
Illustrations by the Author. 

The Compleat Angler. By laaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton, With 14 Plates and 77 
AVoodcuts.in the Text,. ... 

■ T.his voIum.a is reproduced from the beaut,i- , - 
fill edition of John blujor of 18^4. 

The Ficewjck Pafers* By Charles Biclcens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by .Seymour and 
Phi'/, the tw'O Buss Plates, and the 38 Con- 
leinpomry* Onwhyn Plates, 


^luiior Examination Series 

by A, M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. AVu/. 8m is. 


JUNTOR FrKNCII EXAMINATION PaFERFu By j 

F, Jacob, At. A, Sfcmd lui/fmi. ; 

Junior Latin Exa:min avion Papers. ByC, | 

G, Bottlng, B.A, Eiii/im, I 

Junior English Examination Pafersi. By * 

W, Wlilkmson, B.A. , i 

Junior AnmiMrnc KvAMiNATtox Papers.' 

By W, S. Beard. Fumrik Iidittm* : 

Junior AuGEfeKA Examination Papers. By | 
a W. Finn. M.A. i 


! J UNiOR Greer Examination Pafeks, By T. 

; C, \¥eatherhead, M.A, 

! Junior General Information Examina- 
j TioN Papers. By W. S. Beard, 
j A Key to the above, 3^. Bd , net . 

: Junior Geography Examination Papers. 
. By W. G. Baker, M.A. 

' Junior German Examination Papers, By 
j A* Voegeliu, M.A* 
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Itmioi’ School-Books 

IV. INSKir, L,L,n,..indW, WU.l.tAMSON. fi.A. 


A ot Jhci'AtsoH VA,MiAums>. By 

Wii4AHE.OJ:i, ILAf TMpifimtk Bdifipn, 

4 i»% y, Cii 

1hic Qmfft. .Sj. MATTtm'v, 

mtrA Ly E. WiliAa Wsiti 

1 fejt*# ,f , t'". ;,*v. j/s 

'I H '»{ ruAt . .M 

} y A. El UiiBlti ihlh itb Th**'*’- ^la|> 

if.V* p"i#. ?,j, fJ, 

1 U Ks iw !>u;j A.*VAhh, WAVilhaSH'- 

\ Wjt^un ’ I ’ } I a ^ 1 ; h’ 

&i)d rf.i.aysb', ^ahl a t:h»j^icrc!; Ens-t/ W ruH5|;. 
/.V/iV>«. tr, Utu?, 2f. 

A J r « 3 on Cuh hi istrv, Hy E. A* Tykr Jl A , , 
l\C.N Wilh ?S iUii'tralk'.'V /''*h'r/k Kii- 
Cp* .ruh sr. 

Tim Ac-ih C'|> tHR Ai-sT}.r,<;. KTiiev! by 
A. K. Robie, D.E, l'“n 54:, 

A jCNSOB BhBXCH ^rtLKMf^AlU Ey E,^A, 

5 iinei aiiil M. j, Acatc^.. AmV-j./ 

Ck %t'X m, 


£leme.n'TAii%" lvscfrft?Mi!,?<TAi, Scre?fi;p, Piry. 

b’lsel A K.i' S. rill Mi,Ti?f 
by A. E, B Hi, Wiih 5 ? Tktfiiand 

IVwptuw. I (fih lU^iinm, B:u 

i'..W Wv 

.4 f/Kt'jtt CJKA^.5nR^, lly Kn«l H, EyAin, 

Wiib s^6 Mi.itHi Cn 

E?'.)', »jf* 

ELlRMr.KTARV Exi rn'.!r,--T Al. (jlKMJSTSf, 

Tty A. F. |{,y^ . Wbh 4 Fia^e^.jtml 

lUrfgiiiuw* fuiiiAn rez^tsfil 

An S'.t. 

A lUNlrW VFB'iiJt Pirro*iF. |>y R. R. X. 

i'inron, bi A. iVw'rrfi-V/i !*//*«, I'-*; sj, 
T M *T ih vSi K 1 Acc^'sri t:K'< , - 1.0 r, I a: h.r„ Witli 
asi__IrjiH>dHrtii'n mt\ Kate*! !iv William 
WilUansAoiij B A* With I'hre^ Waps. C?. 

ZT'O, 5/. 

tnn Fi‘ii&r Bomi !{!?«;«. lidhti W 

A, E» Ru»}», i*.l}. With Maps, Cn Ss* 4 ». 

■71', ^ ^ 


Leadets of Bolfsios 

Etliietlljy H. C. BEECHIXG, Canon o( Westniinstw. 

Cr, SrtA 2.r* net. 


Wiik Pwiniis, 


CAmwM. Niwmak. Ey R. U. liiiistTO. 
joHM WiALEY, By J, II, Ovetiun. ALA, „ 
BifSHOf WsLiiiiiEOM;c8:, By <L W, Div^nicll, 
M.A, 

Caroh AL By A. W, llniion, ALA, 

CiiAW,.!?* SstiMRyK. By It CL tE Minuk, DJ>, 
joiw KwtK. By Walter Eiuk, 

TuoMAFi CMAtMtus* By Mt%. t'BiphknL 
LAwrtKiT Akmkxvm. By M, L. Outey, 
ILIL SgtmdMdrnm. 

Ammrtm or Cmrtmism, By K. I,. 
Ciiic% D.B* 


i WtLUAM Lavp. T.y W. II. Huttririj M,A» 

i TMrd Ediimi, 

) John KNoir, BylHltmCmn, SKmdIidiiim, 
: jflifisi Howr. Ily ir I*, Kv.',trtof», I.l,li, 

I Kk?*', By I . A. Clwke, M.A, 

! i*mmK Fiat tiiii urAKSit. By T, llodgkiBi 
i D.CE. Thin! hdithm, 

[ loHK lloN'WE, By Aww^tiw Jffttftpp* n.lL 

{ 'TH>'‘iMA& CMAKMMt. Ily A. E Alawm« 

1 Bisiior Latiwei#. Ily B M. Cailyk and A. 
j J. Carlyk, M,A, 

t Bwnioj* lliSTkiiM, Bf W. A. S|K‘H>n«r, M,A, 


Iiittla Books on Art 

W^Pk fnmiv f/JtiSfrafn^m* Dimj^ ii)WiK 2.L (w/* »#* 

A »rirs of monographs in iniiiiawre, conlaitiing iht ronipkw outline of ilic 
subject under trrtimeni and rejwting nunutf d*Talis., Thew? hooks are proiluced 
with die griatest rare. Each volume consists of alwwi «oo pages, aiKi coiilairi*; from 
30 to 40 illustrations, incliuliug a frontispiece in pliOlogriHiire.” 


Grwk A»t, H, B. Walter*, Tkird Sditim* 
Bmz»UAn$* E.AIumcE 
REVKOios. J. Si»®* Second Miiiim. 
ROMNfiv. G«rge Paston. 

CrREt»E ANi> Bouciwm. Elt» F* Pftliard, 

VmmcK, hL G. Smallwood. 

TyaWjBifc Franws Tjwll-OilL 
'DCtawR. Jessie Allen. 
ltoyrw»: IE P. K. Shiptom ' ' 

Mw, 0. FortftiCBe. ' 


Watts, R, K. I). Fbetchley. 

Leiomtom. Afire C;ork«n. 

VBLASOWt?!, Wilfrid 'WiBwirBvce anti A. R. 
Gilliert. 

CoEOT. Alice PolkrtI and Ethel Btrnslingl 
Rapkaeu a, R.lteyliufst* 

Millet, Neita P«r«k, 
iLLUMmATRU MSF, J. W. B«dley, 

Cueist in Art, Mrs. l-leiirf Jenner. 
jBwthumv. Cyril tk?«nport 





General Literatitre 

Littli A}i T— 

Lbk. j CjLAtypE. Edward Billon. 

MMtm. Tiim Arts I3F Japaw. Edward Dillon, 

teMBRA^^i'T. Mrs. E. A. >hmp, | Ewam«lr* Mrs, Kelson Djwwan. 


, Ewamilr. iMrs, Kelson Dawson. 


The Mtlle Galleiies 

l6fm 2 S. 6 d. mt 

h series of* little looks fontainiiig f^inmpks of tbc'best work of the great painters, 
Fat h volume rotnairrs lu pkiles in plioiogra^ure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of thf iiia^ider w whom the l>ook h devoted. 

A Ijtti.e CiAi.iriiv c,^t UrvK»:>}j].s, | A Little Galleev of Millais. 

A LirriK c»alj.!f.mv vi I^mmkkv* A Little Gallerv of English Poets, 

A Lrrti.« Ualllkv or IlMirNiiF, f 


The liittle Guides 

With many llliKiralions by E, It New and other artists, and from photographs. 

Sfk'a/I /V// Sz'o, 2s, Bd, mL; kaiktr, $s, 6d, net, 

Messrs, METiitEN are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of The Lit'TI.e Guides, The main features of these books are (i) alaandy and 
dmriningfonii, fa| artistic Illustrations byE. H. New and others, {3) good plans 
and maps, (4) mi adciTiale but compact presentation of everything that is interest- 
ing In the liauiral features, history, archeology, and archfteemre of the town or 
ciisirkt treated* 


CAMBMimm anb rr«J Cou.mws, By A. 

Hainiliftn T hwinpwj. JkCi-mf Etirttm, 
Oxwita ANO ITS CatLKOEL* By J, Welk, 
M.A. Sufmit^ Siiiiim. 

Sr, Faul** Ca'shkumaI. By CleorM' OindL 
WSKTSiWSTijit AfiiiKV. By (J, E;. Imulwck. 

Tmk Inclisii Lakfs By F. Cb llrabiint, 1Vf..A<. 
IBs Malvimm CHu’niwv. By IL €* A. 

WInele, IhSc., F.R.S, 

SiiAKSSf S ark's Gwntmv. By B, C A, 
WIndIti i).K« ,, l\U,h, Ttiini Stfiism, 

BucKwoifAMSHiwi, By E. S. Bowoe, 
CmtwiiiHK. Ily W, M. Clalikhan, 

CoMMWAi.u By A, If. Salmon, 

DrRHYJfiuKr* By J, Chwles Cox, LL.tL, 
F..S,A, 

Dkamn, By 8. lkrinK*C<)«kl 
JJoRmT, By Kmnk F. Ifeailu 
llAMFsmim* By J. ChsHcji €'«, LL,D., 
F»S,A* 


, Hestforoshirh, By IL *W. Tompkins, 

F.K.H.S. 

; The Xklp. of Wight* By G. Clinch, 

; Kent. By G, Clinch. ,■ , • 

! KjfSBV, By Q P, Crane. ■ ■ 

' Middlesex. By John B. Firth, 

I KoSTHASti’TONRHiRE. Bv Wsketing X>iy. 

I Korpolk. By W. A. Dntt. 
i OxFOSOSHiRS. By F. G. Brahant, M.A. 

I Suffolk. By W, A, Dntt. 
i StiSREV* By F. A. H. Lambert. 

I Sussex. By F* G. Brabant, M.A. Awirf 
j AWarbs. 

1 7 m East Biding op Yorkshirr, By J. E. 
Morris. 

; 'J'he North RiniNG OP YoRKSHiKifr, ByJ E. 
Illorris. 

i HsirtANV. By S. Baring*Gou!d. 

Kormanuv, ByC. Scutlamore. 
j Romp. By C, G, EHaby, 

' Sjcilv* By F. Hamilton Jackson, 


The Little Library 

With Inlroducl ions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 

Smell Pelf Sne, Emh Vehmt, doth, is. 6 d. net; kathey, zs. 6</. net. 

Anon.. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E.Vi 

AusSw^(J«L). rElDF- AND PREIU- Bacon'^rands^ THE ESSAYSGF LORD 
dice. Edited by E.V.Lvcas, Twe^els.S BACON- . Edited by Eowasn Wsicht. 


2S 


Messrs. MnTurEiN’ft CATAi-onrF 


T n r ! .j S'" " ( r his?**? ¥-*-i !^nt> i\ 

Itarliftm (U. m THF mimmVX 

hhU}^K}*^ Iv .F AtiA¥ ' 

■/ f ^ i/5f 3 f , f 

i\ kA \ 11 1 n r r^UK , 
OF ENOUGH FKOSK, 

IlMkterd (Wllllim'i. TITF insTOttV 
<4 1H1. C:Aiai‘H VATHFK* I 
U I Fi -: ^ 1 

Iltak« (Willliiti). *55.1 FFtTlONi^ FKOM 
Will I AM RLAKI iui^A I \l 

1*1 r.rt ;. t. 

Kiifflfg'eK 

iy 1* 1*;' d,. /’;// r.-.ufvn* 

tliF KOMAAA KVF. 

I.! ^ , 

llrdwnlifiK f F T h T C 'f I 0 N - 

t'KOM HiK I:AKI\ For ms oI’ 
iKrj< 'r mi m M\h v .rup *. vr 
Hall C»in!*'f iv, M A, 

C«M*lng(OMrge\ f^rFFri rro;s ff.om 
TH ii; AMMArorrX' oi .. s 
i'mmMA adn'aiMnM Pc-r-tLs F i y 
Lloyd Sa\;)Lk«« 

CmUy (Aferaham). THT!, ESSAY'S OF 
ABRAHAM COWLHV. H. C. 

MlNCIiI‘1. 

CrubMHlecirgef, SKLECTIOXS ;rKDM 
OEOKGL rKARBE, FdH^ ly A. O. 
Bkak^, 

Cralk CMri,l J 0 H X If A L I F A .\. 

r. K M r L r m ax. rv alm- 

Jkf AT n thnn , Tn<f0 I Wtmwu 
CfmMm fl3fic!iiir4F tHF. rNOtfSH 
POEMS OF RU:HARri CHA^IIAW, 
EdilfstI by Ki*WAkff ilrTTf<K, 

mnU lAllglilerlJ, TlfR IXfKRXO ffP 
OAXTI'rt ‘I nnskiirra i-v JL F. 

Rciiffd by pAftiha' TovNW.k., M.A-j LfLhl 
THE FITROAI or SO OF T^AXTE, 1 r'^r. 
SaificI bf H. b, Chp%\ f.ii'mi t-y PAftiBr 
ToYNwr, M. As IXlkJ. 

THE PARAIHSO fJAXtF, Ttum. 
iMfi! ly SS. F. C^AEY, J-.akr.l hy J*A' s ‘i 
ToywiiFk, M, a ,0.1411. 

Il^rley c<kw«el SKI ECTIOKS FROM 
THK PUI'MS AF OlXmOA \AMJA. 
Kiiiied 1»y R. A„ SebJ’-a st Enj-*. 

IksMm CA. €0. A LSTTSJv ROOK OF 
UCSH r VKRSF, 

IMclC«il«(Cfi«rlw). CHRISTMAS EOO'KS. 

Tfm IWmw/^. 

F«rfler (BmmX MAREIAOE. Edited 
by A. CkkkiiticH . Fkiilr. and 
Imm'^LncH. Tw V&inmis, 

THK INHERITANCE. F^htmes. 
toitollCMrs.). CRANFORO. E4ifedby 
K. T* hvCA*'. Sffnn^ Sditim* 
mwthrnrniiiNAm&mmi THK SCARLET 
LETTER. Etiited by Prscy Oea»«e». 
nmi%fmm ^T. R), A LITTLE' BOOR 


0? sSCOTTlSli VERSE. 


KmU fiotitti rorois. WUM m Intro, 
lii!', !jii.n bv i. S'L.v in*! Notes, hv L 
MAsr^'irsJ*. ^ ^ 

E{ilrgl«ki& 04. W.r,^ ITOIIFN, Witbarj 
rar>"s"!a.“tif-i! nnrf 

Lamb fCiiarlesA IIJ \, AXT) THE 
LAST F^.v.W'.S OJ ELIA, Edited W 
r. V ixnis. ^ 

hMkev(Vn\. IfAlfAlkKUA rdiied 
’ V A. iO tOf.rj'v, !4 \ A m pilvil cf iht 
r?r%f Ed?!!'.'-,'’!. 

LtwgkIJniv I H. F L F C "T I O X S 

1 r« 0| I < i i .1 ♦ i\V, IMifPo bt 
I . M. I :v:i ri t , 

MarYfll i'AmdrtHVL 1 10. I'ORMS f»r 

%XORIA\ MAKAIII., I.dits^u ly K. 
"^Ah: 12 r» 

Mlllo« LkhnX lUr MINOR POI'.MS 
ni- JvJiS \ni'!>A, }Jmd fjy If. c 
|?rLC‘«^%( , M.A., i Alii 11 nf WewliijiijslCT. 
AkSrdLMO. M \X;*TK WAUCM. Edited 
H r A • , 

Nkiml»CJ. SL B. I. A LITI LE ROOK OF 
i NTH OTi .suXM 'A. 
Rm-litfaMcauWlLab 10K MAXIM*? OF 
LA RUCHb.lorCAriJ). Tr.M«4ate,l 
hy Of^n SfA^Mi.4l. I'tSiifd Iiy 0, H, 
F .wllim 

Smith t'Hdwce and Jamc»). KK JPXTF.B 
ADI >R). SAKS* Ibis!, fid by A. Th (kwil^ 

M.A. 

Sierm (UmemTl A SFN1IMENTAL 
' jOrRNF \ . Iviitfd I V Si W. Pai'l. 
TtfinyMm I Alfred* Urdi I'llK KAULY 
POEMS or Al.l'kl' O, JXSRO TKKX\ . 
SON* by j, Cm Ml ON CoLl.iN^, 

M A. 

'IX M K n O K I A Nt. Ivailftl bv If. C 
HrrcD?vr., M,A. 

THK FlOXrrSs Iwllied by F.iJ?«irT« 

WMrj''«‘ttnis' T’tK 

MAKO. Kdlledl'tyrn^siii ni Woinvuvoimi 
; ThaikerayCW. M.l \ VKITY FAUL 

, hbhtrd ! V S. i '> t» *0 J liftrf I iiiMUHii, 

' PKN O r. N N I l'difr‘i O s, |Li,ynn, 
/Vff/j r,>,Nn<v 
; rsAIOXO. h.uHcd by S. 

' OHRJS'IMA'^ KUORS. FdjiftfhyS OwvhN, 

■ Vauftian (Henryl, 1TIK POEMS OF 
, HEN HV VAIXaiAN. Kdisrtl by KimAWn 
HrrTo.%, 

f Walt»n (kaakX THE COMPEKAT 
I AKUiERv Kdjittd by J* PlutiiAN. 

' WaterhowM C«r«. Alfred). A LITTI.E 
^ BOOK (H- LIf'K AND OKA'ilL 1 ditw! 

' by. TtMth f'dit.tm, 

! W'’ora*wartlt(W*L SEI.FCTIOXS FROM 
‘ WORDSWORl'fl. f listed ly Xmwcu. 
C, SsUTH. 

Wwdii^’brtli fW.) »nt‘i Cokrldfc (S. T4* 
s lA'RICAE IIVLLADS. E.lilfAhyCKOW.* 

? HAWt»SON. 


General Literatdrb 


29 


The Little (hiarto ShaJcespeare 

Etliicd by W. J » CRAIG. With latroductiofis aftd Notes 
/M tfiwt?. M 40 PWmm^s* Lcaiker^ pri€€ is» mi €Uik v&hime, 
Maktx^uHy Mtmiving Bmk €me* lOjf, mi. 


Miniatee Liteaty 

RcprInC. iii miriialiire of a few interostmg books which have qualities of 
huwanity, devotion,, or literary genius. 

Eci'fiHANG}; : A f dialog 1,25 Vnuth. Dy f Thb Life of Eowarb, I ord HbRBfcRT of 

Evlvb.ad t k.-.jj f,h« edition piil> , CiiiJRBURY, W^rkten by Iiim&elf. From the 

lislied by W. in i8$t, Dtmy\ edition printed at Slrawberry Hill in the 

3*’i!irw. Lftiihtr, wt ] year x 764. Datty -^^nw. LeiXihef\n,neL 

Folowi's: of ^Vi <* !'.ia: ^lodern fr,*< Tap ’Visions or Bon* Fhawcisco Qvkvsdo 

!«tanc«'iM, By hriward Fii/.Cerald, From j Villegas, Knifht of the Order of St. 

the edition publii-hed by W. Pickering in j James. I'lfadc English by R. 1 1. From the 

1852. i?<fi«y3»»ir.L Leaiker.^xLHit edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668. 

Thk* Rubaiyat of Om,.%,k Khayvam. ^ Byj Ltatker, ■as, met 

Edward rit/Gciald, From the isl edition | Poems. By Bora Grcenwell. From the edi* 
of AS591 Fmrih hditii'm, is, net. ] tion of JS48* 2s. mi. 


Oxford BiograpMes 

/>a/, Kiv. Eaek miumiy cioik^ zs, 6d. net ; kaiker^ 3^. 6<;/. wd/. 


Dante Augiiirri. By Pagei Tos-nbec,, M.A., I 
With w Illi!t,i:raibKS, Second 

' : ^ ^ f 

Savqkawola. By K. C, S, llorflturgh, i 
With »a IllHStotions. Secomi Sdtiwn, 1 

Juim Howakix F.y E, C S. Gib»t»,D.D,, 1 
Bialiop of CloiK«;4ltr* With sa IlIttf-irationA, | 

Tkwnvmin. ^By A. C. M.A. "With 

Waltkm Raleigh. By L A, Taylor. Witli 
j'i lilttstratiaii'i. I 

Kmasmus, ^ By fcb F. if. Castey. With *2 j 
IlfsKtralkms. ! 

Tjjk Yocng P»»TF.'?nE'R. By C S. Terry, j 
With 14 Illwstrations. I 


Robert ■Burns.:. .By T. F., Henderson., 
■'■With S2 Ilterations. 

Ch AT irAHL By A. S. M'BowalL With 12 
IHustratloinis. 

Sr. F.RANCIS OF Assise By Anna AL .Stod- 
dart. With i€ Illustrations. 

Canning. ^ By W. Alison Phillips. > With xa 
lllustTatiom. . ■ : , . 

Beaconsfielo. By Waiter Sichel With u 
Illustrations. 

Goethe- By H. G. Atkins. With la Ulus* 

. ...trationa..^ ..■: 

Fekelon. By Viscount St Cyres. With 
■ ta Illustrations, ■ 


Seliool E'lamiBatioE Eeries 

Edited l:f A. M, U. STEDMAN, M.A, Cr, 8m a^. 6d, ^ 


Frbsch, Faawination Fafers- By A, M. 
M. Stetimau, ll.A* d’mf’taniA MdJtim. 

A Key, i»ucd to 1 'utors anni "Privaie 
Students only to i>e had on application 
10 the Publishers. Fi/iA Eiition, 
Crotim Bvo , 6 s . mi , 

Latsn PIxAMiNATiON Papeks. By A, M. M* 
Sledman , M.A* TAi riun f& Ediiion, 

Key {Sirtk Mdiiion) issued as above. 
6 s, mi, 

Gr«kk Examination Papers. By A. M. hL 
Stediittiii, M.A, AFinA Mdiiion, 

K*¥ CAbiirl/i Mdiiim) i»wd as alwe. 
6 #* mi , 

C»MAN KxiMiKAttieN Papers, By R, 
Morkh tmiiom. 


Kky (Third MdUion) issued as above 
6r. net. 

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A* Third 
Ediihm 

Physics Examination Papers- By R. E. 
Steel, AI-A., F.es. 

General ' Knowledge Examination 
Papers. By A. U , M. StedmaUj M.A, 
Sixth Mdiimn , 

Key (Toierih £diiim) issued as above. 

mi* 

Examination Papers m English HisroRf. 
By J, Tail Pkwdea-.Wartllaw» B.A, 
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Messrs. Metiiiurn's CATAi.or,uK 


Scliool Hlutoriw 

Crmn Sw. ii, 6^* 


A Wm ' mKMmmm . Ilf i 

|l„ «; A- Wiwtik, , F.'K .S, I 

\ lli^roiRV «»r By j 

W'iiUtr ^•^Aymcn{!« Stcmd /(diiim. " | 

\ Hjffif. 4.^ Cr LAi^c^ifeSjnr.r.. 5 a" : 

W. L. lUv.iV. I 


A ScHWL IfHi'vtv SiumKV By HE, 

! A irony Hi'erf’t.v r,r MjfHHisri. IW V. 
H rUtriiTjJ i\ VV, Wais^'.u. 


Textboolcs 

!-jiiird1.i- (i. r. GOOnCIilU., M, 

r‘l V' ? Ii:« XllfTHAMtCS. hf SM?WV H» Welts, 
Cn 3#’, r;s^. 

l \\ f : iK'Ah Vmm ^ rnv * Pari h Pv : 

I M A, i ' r , \ 

u.6^/» Bari If. By W, IVetiirf, M.A, , i 
1*. II. liwflfikwy M A, 5 n IrA tjr. j 

I'rCIJNlCAL AlilTHMETJC A*.rri CsEn<imrfV. | 
|{y C . I. MHUh. M.I.M.K. fn S:.-, t 
Ifni, 

FiiAMi'j.rs IN pHrvrrs, By C. K. j.A^ks&u. 

r‘*.Srw. ss. td. 

Pi, %.NT Bii'i. Kiw^ies in Garden kfal, Sd«fK>l ; 
lly HoiAce r. F.CS, Wiilt >./ 

I'lwurarot. Cn Srir. 6?/. 1 


of Science 

A., B-Sc., arid 0. R, MILLS, M.A. 

I'HK CoMi'ii'/’it Cn«M;s'T?n*, lly f , 


M, Oldfeanf, Ii A. 
Cr , stv > 


Wiih /i6 ilhisifwfons. 


An Cri<.AMC CwnWl'. m<Y T( SCHOOl 'i ANn 
Tixhn ti /, ; ! 'a '! i H 1 » 1 . I ly A, E. Dunviari 
B.Sc. {IjiHiid,), F.Cftj. JllwsirAteii. 

cv. Bm 

El rMfeNTAi V fscff NCi 1 !• Fn u 'I I ArKii^s. 

Sel By W. "K Cio-wth,; 

A.K.C.'*^. iW'irli I* C.H, Ciikmsstkv 

SECtiON, P(,v A. K. lEiwHlau, liScAUihii), 
' F.C.Si With a Flalci a»*I lo libgraw^, 
Cr, Um* 3f, 


Metliaea's Staplifled fmmk Texts 

Exiled try lA Ii. N. CKOBTS^ M.A. 

Om vV4f/i»^ r&'^t 


lilfjiToi«fc pisr.Tntiri* Ai!»iL>tfti.niyT, IE 

H.Crnftij M-A. AV/jfrVt; 

AumiiM* Adapted By j. A. WiJiKm, 


' La El' Koi,aii»» Adft|iie*,i By Ii 

• Him, M-A. ,SV*Yw/ AVfVir>«. 

* MinrtisEi €a!«cmmn. AiUpt^d By i F. 
' Fdwade«. 


Methuen's Standard hibmry 

Tme Ijrrapv i'^ «t nr.w Kir.^f, c.f v*itl«mc^ the Rieai ihe 

wurrM, and imilk’nlariy she finest wmk% «f inglin^h Inrfatnre. AU ihi* g<t‘.a rn^yefs wiJI 1# 
f'ftprtwmtftsi tiihfi in cetnplMt wtn'kis «* in neketbini. It w the andtitiun lli<» |Hsl»li)fchti-» u» 
liter# she iMst lKHik» c*f the Anglo. rat# wiihiii the leash of t\ety iwtef, ho ilwi ihf 
}#eiksi may reprewnt wtneihing of the divmity ai»*l suplemliAw wf t*«f EiiRli^h fongtin^ I'h** 
tiiarafj eristics ofXHiESTAN'tiAW'i LiniURV ar# fotnr ; -> 1 . !iui ni}Vi.'iS o^- 1 fc.ntt, a. C'ljSKAfwfiiss. 

CiJtARSErt or lAw. SlMfUcnv. The w# well printed on fwi |w|i««r at a 

price wlitth m the whole ih wit^ut parallel inih* hit«r»fy of pwldt'Aiing. Each volisirw con^ 
tala# froi» *00 lo ii<i pajiei, and te isvacd ip jmiw cotm* Crown fiunat HixiwiKe ne^ 4,)r in 
cloih gill at One shilling net, 'In a tew cateti long W>k!i arc immi »?> Iioubte Volntiieh 
or aA Trehk Volume, _ ■ 


Tiik OE MAtct'-e Atmtiiw. 

Xhe toPstelbn is hy E. Craves. ' 

S»if« Alto SSNsiftiLim ByJaiJtt Amteit. 
fisiA¥» AW Cpv«w«s.s and fmi: 'K«w 
A»i*a»ti& By Francis Bacon, hm4 
¥««kttfc ' ■ Y , 

Istiaio Wi»ici and %lm Bvilikte By 
Sif Bwwfi*. Tl« i«*t liM hmt 

iy A* 1R» Walter. 


The PitCitrMte Bin>r,w-%s, lly Joliii fkiiyaiu 

REriicnowR m iwf FHfcNcii R«v«»i.t;Tic»w, 
By Eclmnml Burke. 

Tub Poems anp SoNtss iw Roii»t Burns. 
HcmHe ¥i«h«i«e. 

The Awaew¥ or Himjpiow, Natohal and 
RiVEAi.tf>, By jeseph Butler, IKl). 
Tiw Poems of Tmopas Ciiaw^rtok. In a 
volnmei* 

¥ol l..•Mw«lka«t«n^ Poemi** 




General Literature 


Uetmv&'u HTANP^iin 
Vol iL— The RtmUy Poemh, 
fviM Ne\v I.fFK Mn Sonnet*;. By .0ani,«:* 
Tranfelatfd i»»o Krigli-b by D C*. Bc^essL 
TowJONr». 11} Henry FieWingw TrcWtVoI, ■ 
CifAKFORo. By Mn, Gafilidl 
TiiK llisroRf OF TiiR Brclink AKii Fall of 
T!!R Roman Km fixe. By F/dwissrtI GiM>on, 
In f ijMiible voli«nci* 

Th« T«*t awl Notes liavc ten revised hf 
f. B. Ih«y, Ijii.-Dm b'tti ^ht AppewBm of 
the more, expriwve editiott arc nol given. 

1'HB 'Vicar of WAKEFlstii. By Oliver 
fiolchmilh. 

Th« POIWS a N I» PlAV*; of OiJ VirS fSOLBSMiTlI., 

Tm: Work s o r Bk w I or«r>H. 

VoL, L*-*The CaAf in Aliejeil. Every 5*lan 
in His llumoar. Every ^ifan emt of Hii, 
ll’iiniwir. 

Vol. ii.'««Cyiithia‘i. Revew; The Poeia&ter, 
Thetejci lias been collated hy H. C. Hari. 
The Poems of John Kva ri»« liimble volume. 
The ‘1‘ext has bt'cii cvdlaied Ky E» dc 
.Selinconrt, 

On the Imitation op Christ* By Thomas 
' k Kempis* ^ 

The tramlatioa ii» by C* Bigg, III)., 
Cmon of Christ Cimrcls. 

A Smsous Cai I. TO a I>&w,njT ani,? Hotv ' 
Lifk^ By Wiilkw Law, 

PAiAWS® ioftT. By John Miliofi, ' 

KlKOmWLASlfA ANO THE Tf.KUKE OF KjKOH 

AMoMAiiiSTRATgs. By John MiUon. 
Utofia a»» Pobms» By Sir Thomas More. 
Tm« liKi’UiWC OF Plato, Translated by 


Sydenham and Taylor, Boahle Vnlumc. 
Jrt* levW hf 

W. H. B., Moase. 

Tub EiTTLt Flowk« of St* Frjwcis. 

Transmed by W, Hf yw«xi* 

THiE Works m William Smaksspiearb. In 
10 volumes. 

Voy**^TIie Tempest? The Two Oentlemen 
of Verona ? The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 
Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 
Enrm'S. 

Vol,!!,— M uch Ado About Nothing j Love’s 
Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Night’s 
. Bream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As Von 
Like !l 

Vol, ni.—The Taming of the Shrew : All ’s 
WelUhai Ends Well; TwelfihNigbt ; The 
Winter's Tale, 

Vol. !V.— The Life and Death of King John ; 
TheTrage^' of King Richard the Second ; 
Thft Fiirst Part of King Henry iv. ; The 
Second Part of King Henry iv, . ? . 

/VoLv.— The Life oEKing Henry v,.;- The ■ 
First Part of King Henry vi, ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vi. 

Vol,..- vr.— -The Third ; Part of King Heitry ■ 
VL ; The Tragedy of King Richard ni, ; 
The Famous History of fee Life of King 
Henry viii, 

Th» Poems of Ferc® Bysshe Sksllrt. In 4 
volumes, 

Vol L— Alastor ; The Damon of the World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc, 

The Text has been revised'by. C.- D. .Locock. . 
The Life of N e«on. By Robert Southey. 
The Natural History and AwTiQumts of 
Selborne. By Cillbert White. 


Textbooks of Tecbaologr 

Edited by G, F. GOODCHfLD, M.A., B.SC., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. ' 

///m/ra/0d^ 

How TO Make a Drehs. By J, A, E. Wood, f Electric Licnt and Power i An |iiti:o, 
lidi/im. O. 8w. 11 , <5*/. ' duction to feeStudyof EleciricMEngmeex* 


Abwrrf iirfi //*»«. 0 . 8w. 5fi. <5*// 

Carfentkv awp J otwriT, By F, C. Webte. 

/•"iZ/S JSSyrtm^ fV. 8f“0. jj. td, 

MiLLINERV, AN» PRACTtCAL. 

By Clari Hill Fmrfk /itMum. Cr* Em 

2S» 

Ah iNTKOtWCTlOK TO tliB Stl'DY OF TEX- 
TILE Dwigk, By Aidrcd F, Barkeri 


8vtf. 71. 4/* 

Boilidws’ QuANTiTtRs. By H. C, Gmbb, 
Cn Siv* M, 6A 

RiFOvsai Metal Work* By A. C* Horth. 
€n Bm, as, 6¥. 


ing. By E. E. Brooks, B.Sc, (Loud,) 
Second Master and Instructor of Physics 
and Electrical Engiowring, Leidtster 
Technical Bchool, aifi W, £ N. James, 
A.R.C.S.* A.I.E.E., Assistant Instructor 
of Electrical Engineering, Manchester 
Municipal TechakaJSchool Cn’Sm '4s, 6d. 


Engineiceihg Workshop , Practice* 


C, C. Allen, Lecturer on Enfineering, 
Municipal Technical Instittile, Coventry, 
With many Diagrams. Cr, 8w. ar, ■ 


Haadliooks of Theology 

Edited lay R, L. OTTLEY, I).D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 
aad Canon ©f Christ Chtirch, Oxford. 

Tfefe aeries is intended* inpaiL to ftirnfeh the cl^iyand teachers or students of 
Theotogy with tmstwortliy Texlboaks, adeQuatelp representing the present position 





Messrs. , Methuen's f atah h ,i;k 


vi tlie qwsiloriii dealt ; m I'Art. to rriak« acmsililr in thff tr.idir.g fitiblic an 
iiccurata and conci^ sUlcmeni cuf and pTjncifjIrs m ions bearing on 

Tt«logy find Rrligmn. 

Tiir XXXIX* AiiTiCoki or of- ;Aw lji?rtofera tow to Tur lltMUAtv np the 

Fhv;£aih' 13» KAli,t«d bv K, C* S* j OKfS}?-. By A- K* llipi.j IjJi* Pemj 

Ihlh /‘ifH ’ Ihmy 6^. | toi, M. 

iKTfrnmCTl OIJ rfiPx Of [ 1 KK Fhh r'lOl fJV Op lirr u,Io\ jn 1 

lU'pniffK. |iv r« 1'* M.A., Ay A^*-f fH:A. I’ v Alnet.’ fjliktoil, I},IX 

rh'rii ! iVw'fTftio’. t -<>>>, f»f 
T«k i* >'4' iHK Ifi-cAi^.bATn'o^. I'.v lA '^ \ lli’-rcu’i or b*j,},f V ( n».i DofitKiNtt. 

1. Ofde^'. Il fF JiJimAi Bv b >. r>fibtn^r4A«UT, *LA. J¥frj>otA 

J}r tj / i*. 1 Ai , td. I J i-A 4 


The Westminfitor Oommentaricfi 

(lfuf.ll F.iliKT, \V\LTKR I.'yiK. P.0.. W.ipW. of Ki-hi.' ('olitKr. 

!k‘an ludand's IVrjtc.'iSDr in the Criivu.Htj\ ot iiuorfi 

1’hfs of rach rerajnentaty tS prlunmly ex-.y- 't.c *b lo ii.teitput liic iwsibor’s 

!iWi»tnn|e^[ If) thtt pre»‘nt raison, *rhr ediiat,^ n- i d^il fwurpi vrryssibor- 
dmatdy, vktfli rpiciijon? hf tustnni ttiiscwn ar philokniyi km tdkjn; thn Englisfa 
lest in the. Re\i*?afi VersK,'n a> incsr b-n is., tlu^y ti v t "» uojnb,rif ii huuily a».cept“ 
atice of critical princtploi layndy to the, ^ .iihob.. f -i ih. 

tm llmK or GrN«as. luHned wii!s Ihik-' Thts Fsi^sf ErisTiit ur P/Vu-n the Apostle 
din lion anti Notes hy S, K. Pmtf^ Is, I). , to "^hr Co«kih]Ai,'T IbJilfd by IE 1 
Slrik £diitm iVw^flra-/. *or, €//, ; Ck>naf?.eA5f.A. Z'^rwy' 

1 HK BowK tn jif . Edssed byE, C. SXiVunf Tifi: Kjt'SLK nr St. lA’irv., Ibhied with In* 
IX J>* Siaumi £*ffihn* fcn , tfW'iyawn and Ncu ■ ly IE J, Kliowliii|, 

Tsr: Acii or THE AramtK^. Edited by E. ', l\0. F.'o. i*’.n 

Ii ^!»A* Dem^ U*?, | Tini. Ib'TK nr IX’i nd H kiiiifd H. A, Redf* 

Sdi’inm. *w. 4A I M.A., I'JJhUv tkwtyim, tm^ 64» 


A4d«riiy iwi'RiK ; i*ONXA HI ANA, dmfu-i Editim, t*n 

»f *Hiepn#i> kesmttif.* lirdBH.H Ull* i trf ni, 

DAVK COMKf j EOVff'S F1E>XV, A Xr,t< Cn 8fw. 

AltoeilfB. Mari*). srSAXS All ASM BarWir.CXmM jS.). AKMINEU.. fm 

ONK. OTHER. /:,«)>«. r,-. \ i'r. <?•:., f., 

<l|. URITH. iJtKiAH. An, Srfi. (f*!, 

THE BLONBrR OF AN IMNOiKX E ' IN 1HEI?0AI< (H 1HI, SI-.A. Anmik 

Ste^nd rjni ti* < A’dZ/hmf C'ufV’r, t 

CAPRICIOUS CAROUKIu Anr^wJ CIIHAP JAC K /I'l’A, i Mfm. 

iim, t>, Sva. ' Ck tb* 

tOVK AND I.OUISA* St^mi ; MARGEkV OP OrpIlIKR. Tkmi 

Cr. hm* 6f, i SditiCM* Cr, fii\ -is. 

PETER, A PARASITE. | THE QCEEN OF IXIVIL FiM mUm. 

THE BROWN EYES OR MARY, 7Myd > Cr. 6.r. 

Mditim. Cn8m fin ' lACQlJEtTA. 7AhdBCAm. fnSw, 6<. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. TJkird Ediimm > KITIV ALONE, AiftAluiiihw. Cn rir#* 6^. 

lif, I NOEML lilttiitTaied. BAur/MBdiiim, Cr. 

HiitttCRicliarilX A ROAiAK MYSTERY, : Sm fin 

TMrdSdimrn. Cnim. 6a | THE B ROOMfSQlTlR E. Illustrated. 

THE PASSPORT. Fmrik Sdiiim. Cn Ft/fk rfl Bva U 

iw«* ' , DARTMOOR I bYLLS. Tr HrA fii. 

TEMPTATION. FijU JUitim. ^€r. ItUZ rENNYCOMKQUICK& Tkird 

€#• I Ed7ii0n> cV. fi{w 

Of mm Pmirn^^diiimu-r. CtllAYAS THK tinner. lllttamifcd. 
liNfw* ife ' Sii0mi Sdtam, Cr Hvi^ 



l’'lCTION 


bLa 1 1 V ?> O F ■ I ■ 1 1 Is ‘VI I , W r r 1 N J'. V. I llus. 

tiJilrd. Si\',md i Jiiicn, Cr, € 4 '. 
PAIJO’TIIF PR if ST. tn 
WlM'FKl'JK IhiHir.strtl. 

Ctv Srw. 

RUVAI ilPJlKCir. lilu ij.tle !. r» . Iw 
fItKfS 4 IK A I T SCiU I Er. /, ^ 

IN RFAVI^TA^CFX Se^md EJ. 
iiTTLT/rri*l''.NN V. .4 Xr>v Edition, M, 
See aP-r»Shniin^t Nr, vis. 

mrmtt imm aa a whi^erxkss 

WINNF, K. SfcanJ Edjttw, <V. 2;"^*. 
BafrCJiimejX TAPF.HlNr, THROUGH 

A \MLi >RKXKSS. Tr w’/). fc. 

Barr CRoiiwl). THT. .MIDST OF 

ALA U MS. 7 /«/'■«/ J difsi^n, Ck Bt ^ Bs. 
TiiK STRONO ARM, Sei:imd EdL^h^tu 
fr. I'f.'fl. Nu 

THK MCTAI'T/E MAN V, Tkmf £diimi, 
Cr» ST'.'’. 4j>’. 

XliK COrNiKSS IIK;I.\. 

Jufiiim» i'r. h\x €u 
TIIK LAin IvlIICTKA, SK,md Edidfon, 

■'. C'r.' ■■ '6l. 

TiiK TEMPFSITAUS PETTICOAT. 
llla‘ 5 tralc«U TkAti /.dtii'cn, Er. Zt>j, €s. 
See aJis»6 ShlHirfi X-ssrjfe narf S. Crane, 
BegW® (HaroWV TFir, ADVEXTURES 
OF SIR IOIIN" SFARLOr, TV, 6 .c. 
Bell 0 C<lll&ir«N £MM AN UELRCRDEX. 
MfiRCHAlV'IV 36 Eliisiralicnf ly 

Ct.K.CHEATKirwM. SfamiilCiL Cr.cw. &. 
lleiiitnCE. F*} DODO, /X/iemiu Sdjdmi, 
'6* 

S«e Mm Sliillinff 

mmnn (MarmnAL SUBJECT TO 
VANITY. S. E’ih :?r. f'T. 

||«l|i«rtoii (RalpB). Tim Cr, 

Biif fci C iiartwra'I* ' B A R B A R A G OIvS ■ T O 
«1XFOHIi, rkM7‘dfien> 
ilMrloii (J* Bloismaelte). TOK I’lTK 
OF VAf.SEC.^ Cf, 

Sen al'w Shiilirif, Novrls, 

Cip 4 »*a (B«fWariJSt AiifJv-r uf 'TIi'* Lake of 
Wine/ TIIK KXI'RAOFIMNAin CON* 
FESS i ONS O I"' I H \ N A P f ,. V AS K, 7'mrrf 
Tr, M?tV Us, 

A f A Y O F' rr A I A ' . /uuf uih / 4 Cr, Zu.u Us . 

I /Laves and 10^111 .s, a « emd av////i*«. 

Cr. Pr.,a fA, 

\ KOOri>/S TKACA'iiV. - ,\\mJ Fd/hEn, 
('r. liffv. Cr. 

TIIK 4. FLAT >kl*'NK At^STEllV. 

S’ffmd 7'diFm. C>, irr, w. 

Ctarltaii (Randall). MAVK. Sfiond£di- 
Cr, 6i. 

Cirey (WyttinndL LOVE THE JUDGE, 
.MrrwT kdilitw. CO, 8 s»r, 

Cfiesn^y (Weallit^rby), 'IT! E TRAGEDY 
OFTIf! GRF AT KMICRAl.D 
11IP*: .MYSTERY _OF A BCXtULOW. 
SfCmd FdiiWfh Cr, Srv*. 6.)*, 

See also Novell. 

Cmmi apsepliL TUK SECRET 
IGKNT. EmfCiMdFim, m. 


, Cwrelll (mark). A ROAIAXCE OF TWO 
En>eHfy-F.igktk did, Cr,Ztfff, 64'. 

, \ ENDKT'i'A. Twentjofifik Editim, Cn 
Em 6.r. 

THELAIA, T7iiriy*Sczienih Ed, Cr, Sm. U, 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SKLK Ei'^kteenik Mdiimi, Cr. 2va, 6^, 
THE SOTJL OF 3JUTH. Fl/Umfk £dF 

/i#ar, Cn Eff;?. €s, 

'WORMWOOD. Ft/f^mmSd. CnSm &s, 
"BAR ABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 
, WORLD'S T'RAOEnY, F(iriy,m’md 

! Edifum, Cr, Et'A Cv, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. F/ffyd/imt 
Ediiim, Cr. 8sw. 6^, 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Kimentk 
, Ediiwm, Cr, 8su 6s, 

TKMRIRAL POW.EK : A STUTW IN 
SUPRE3tiACY* 150^4 'JVmMsaMii, Cr* 

, Zffl. 6s. 

' GOD'S GOOD AIAN: A SLMPiK LOVE 
STORY, Twe^ik Ediiimu i44tb Thou- 
sand. Cr.Sw, ■ 64r. 

the; mighty atom. Twenty^lrikEdF 

‘ ■ iwn, Cr. S m, 6s. ; 

BOV ; a Sketch. Tmtk Ediltm. Cr, Sm. 6s, 
•CAAIEOS neeJ/th Ediium, Cn 8m 6n 
: Cotes (Mrs* Everard)* See Sara Jeawiiette ■ 
Dtwc.an. 

Cotterell (Constance), THE VlROiN 
■ ANDTHE .SCALES. Illustrated. S«cmut 
Ediiwn, Cr, Zm* 6s, 

Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Robert), 
i THEO'RUDDY* Tklfd£diikn* £rmim ': 
Bi'&, 6s, 

: Crockett (S, 'R,%. Anther of* The Raiders,* 

I etc. LOCH-INYAR. IHuslrated. T/ma 
‘ Mifkwt, Cr, 8ivn (&.?, 

■j THK STANDAJOD BEARER. Cr. 8m. 6s, 
CrokerCB* At,), THE OLD CANTON • 
i MENT. CnSm, 6s. 

lOKANNA. Ediiim, Cr.'SviK Es* ■ 

; THi'‘) HAPPY V.ALLEY. TMrd EdithM* 
Cr. 8m. 6s. 

, A NINE D.VYS* ’WONDER. 7Mrd 
, /Cddidfh Cr, Bm. 6s, 

: PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Slii/i 
: Fd/Fm. Cn Sz'i^. ^s. 

, ANGEI.. Fourfk Edriim* Cr, 6a'. 

A S TA IK SECRET* ddmd EdiFm, Cr. 

Sm. 

Croshie (Mary). DISCIPLES. Sfcmd Fd. 
Cr, Sr?*?, 6.>', 

' Oawsoii (A. J). DANIEI. WHA'TE. 

; DeanV\;Ma¥yT * THE OTPIER PAWN. 

, Cr, Sr?*?. 6.L 

, Doyle <A* Conan), Author of ‘Sherlock 
' Hulmes.’ ‘The White Coiupaiiy,* etc, 
j ROUND THE ‘RED LAMP. ^ Tmtk 
\ Editim, Cr. Sm., 6s, 

. Dttfican (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 
I Cotes). THOSE DElLIGHTFUL 

\ AMERICANS, Illustrated. Third EdiiwM, 

I Ck 6s, See also Shillinj? Novels, 

FItidItttcrCJ* H.>* THE GREEN GRAVES 
■OF BALGOWRIE, F//fh £d//im* 

‘ Cn Sm 6s, 
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Messrs. Methuen's CATAi.O(ajF, 


•J’HJ. TulltE STARS- -U.i""* 

iuiiiim, Ci4. 

Urn »i%» MHlIsng K«^v«'k. 

PMUier A SAUHOW WAV. ; 

/*AiVrf f S'* 8iw»» fell. 

iiiK kosF OF jcn% , 

A wliHo uhnrg kest., wiih t 

' fi-nit TMfi&n. Cr iu\ 
iSt'C ,0sA ISK'iTr.ls. 

ritipmrkk (KO THE WEAKS AT, 
KOWAI.LAN^ /'/it* ^ 

f'. 

l■«lK.li m. i:o, .vrEPTis'^ wrsr^: 

WAKfi /ti ^tui A4 i'Pd. 

MAlO;r,R\ ev I HE M3I;K Tkini 
Edition • €r. SffA 6i- 
l•f«^i«r(Mri. lliifli), •Vu’f.or ..f' 1 uf 

Ewipi"r''tf. " 'i ift'- Sl.ARlAi» Eif TBI’. 
RWOEIA Sff.mii rd’ttm. Cr.ttf, 

IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORFk ; 

tV’#?*"?® i<jk; 

Fry IS. tfttlC.B.k A MOITH'.K’S SON. ■ 

EiffA Atifimtf, i'rAp*\ 4f 

Fiill#r»Miil«li*iid li:ll»% Autl.w <•? » Th« 
D»| BookofReihU Hardacw,* BI.ANXHK 
ESMKAD. Sfi.vmi£ditim<> Cn Sw, ^jr,. 
ililftilGIttitrtr)* AaiErar rf “I hr Bforrspl y 
rd A Pmwk (nrl/ THE FLOWAVOk AN. 
Vr, &tn\ C>#. 

Ckfurt ilterrtltea). Atsihor i^f * U4y n»U'/ 
M0ht MATUIMONW Sdifitm. 

Cn Sf'#. 6*. 

ASADE or JklONEY. Cr. II.m. 
iHKBEiooi* oi^ urn, rv rm 
THE IMEMOIIAULH lOTE, 7'^Hv/ 
iS-V/OTii-. Or. Era# f-s. 

S«« ft!«i Skilling Nw«|!e 
C liaaittf (Qiwwrft)* AmBm' On 

Hlw Yeiif nf lukim/ «*c Til K 
TRAVEIJ.KK. A'/mWaV. iV. Iw#. 5i« 
THE CROWN OF yrK. On im f^i.. 
OMf CClwrle*). mjNTEK'.S CHUiM” 
Jll«#traffi!. Tr. trr. ir. M, 

tlawiilnw (Mo. AmIEw d’ 'CiH i^MfitK,*' 
TIIK riKvST CtAIM. Sf/^MdEmkM 
€n 6 p0, 6s 

M«rr«4«« CB^alrto). IN V a R V I K c i 
MOODS* I'r. W. 

HILDA STRAFFORD wul TilK REMII- 
TANCKMAK, Tmi/ih Kd rv,|^w, Ai. 
THE SCHOLAR'S DAUCH’FEIL r^nk 
Bdiiim, t>, Irsr, f«. 

HitnniidCfOiFrafucM ForSe* Ruliertiwini), 
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. t>. 

Sm 6m, 

nmrUrimm CAfii#« O.R TAXIEHCE 
DEAN. €r„ Im 

Mktoit* mutertk THE PROPHET OF 
BERKELET SQUARE. SmrndSmim. 
Cr. Sw. Ar. 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Tkhd 
€k 8m 6s » 

FELIX FmMmrn. Cn tw. 6r. , 

T»g WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Si^ik 

^ Sdiimn, Cr. B«^a. ftr. 

tiraWAYS tv. 8m a 


l-'BE GARI'Jl.N' iW ALL'Vir. ' 

Ep. St-'.i, fil, , ’ 

1'BK BLACK S|»A!SIFL. tV, %i#. *#. 
THE CALL CD 'iill^ liliXiB. Artiisg 

fi, hi. 

H«Ft (AnthofiyL ‘I UK fifiD IN thI 
CAR. Timiifl.AiuM 4*. 

A Cfl ANGH Ol" A I U . A'sa //« lid CrJm &. . 
hUAhm MAHK, i‘n8i». r 

TBK CIIRuND.Lr.K "OF C'UCNT AM* 
TONIO. StdiA Jidiiitm, i>, 8i«, 6#, 
FlinOMT l.y It k. 

A, */il A?/V , if /u\ O, 

DAtL, Lhr4«fs.d. Ai/tfiJii 

rV-. 0.‘A tu 

1 Rh RINti S Mlia;OR. iHmrfk Smim. 

f,! 

'JULSANTK. A>»rM Edilkm, Cr. Bpa 
f BK DOLIA' DIAl CKIUKS fr, Rm 
A SERVANT 0| IflE PUIUJC II|«|. 

/rw!»/4 /df/im, Tr few. fijr. 
TALtS OF iWO TKOFLE. TAM £d 

Cr.itiK Is. 

II® p© A«ibor of * A Cardiniil ing' 

hi^ tic, rfr. 'IIIK LADf 

OF IPs il.. /itmd lidi'dm tV, 8w. Ik 
fl®ii»mar» fClemcnriO. IIIK LIFE # 
SIR Ac.iI.OVA1.l- I lECALIS. CV. »m fc- 
IlMiilkr (l-Vrd Midflf L AN RHGLISII 
IjIrI... Mfi md ,/idtf\uw» Tn 8m 
Hyifie CC. il» CMtctWc\ Auilior of ‘Cai^ 
KfUk.* MIL IIOKROCKS, PUR&fi 
' /V. Er*#, fa, 

PRiKCL KUrt I4T, ITIK HUCCANEEX 
lllnyraifti 7‘ilird Fdiiim, 0» fttv* I*, 

JaCftSii (A%L W.% many CAKGOEa 

rdiifm. Ck ipa, 'i»r, &#. ‘ 

S.EA URC.BI.KS. Mdiiim.,. Cf*,- 

'if, 

A ^lA.VrEH OF CRArT. Il!iiitrt«‘ 
Or. St 'if. 6>A . 

LBBlTj'RIOGin^. IllM^tikcd. SmmM 
f/iitim , < V. 8rv>. ♦If. ftd, 

TB E SK I K/S WOOl NO. Figkfk M* 
fiV»w. Cr. <‘W, 

IBALSTONT*; lane. Illuawitfl Sm/mik 
Adiftm ( r 'Btv, i'ni, 

ODD CMAFT. IlhHiraOd. Sn'inik £ii* 
ti/m. « t'. Pm %1-t ki. 

AT srwvirii port. 

FV/t/faw. fV, Hh% p. €if, 

Jaw©!i I h T 1 1 1% SOFT SIDfc*. 

/idiftm, Ut. 

THE BETTER MART. Cr, 8m if. 

THE AMBAS<4A!H>RS, SMnd BMiim 
Cr. 6fw, 

THE GOIl'iEN BOWL, m'rJ Miiiipm 
Cn SjT'ti'. if 

ICeayf HI A. Mitcli«IIL ME THAT 
EATETH BKEAD WITH MIL CnStfACk. 
Reiter (Vewfliesil, THE FORTUNES 
OF THE LAN DRAYS. Cn Sm &r. 
Lttwlefi CHttii* Efwlly), WHTII ESSEX 
IN IRKLAND. CV. gm fer. 

Set also Shilliitf Novel®. 

Le Ott«ii»(WLX THE HUNCHBACR OF 
msTMINSTER. niriKd tVimik. 

" "Til l"€LOSE lil BOOK., J'liV/A'tf. Cnliw*##* " 


FicTroN 


3S 


THE VALLEY Of THE SHADOW, 
llittstriwd. TAird /tdilien. I V. Sw. (>*, 

behind THE IHKONK TAird ./(rf/if/w. 
Cr* St?#* 6 j; 

CS*). OKRAIK* Sfcmd 
SSiim. 0. 8^'#. 6i. 

Lilll©ll Aisi^tor C'f ‘The OH c.f tht 

WId,* *'Th* Wolf/ efr. WWITK 
mwx sifik /:.*??>«. f'n ar.-?. 
LSH»i»(E* V.)* IJSTr,XER'fc 'hvmihn 

OWi<|w<* NarrafioJi, E-'tr, /W*'/! 

tV; Bfv. C,j. 

Ly«ll fE«ln«)- DERKICK VAIJGHAK, 
MOViiLlST. 4 *!Mi yvwwwiwif. Cn Sw 
I#. 5A 

|||*^rtliy{ittrtlfl fl4f Aiif1mr*f* If I were 
KibgA THE I.AhV OV LOVAf,TY 
HOuSE. Illustraieil 'rAird lutHiim, C»\ 
Bm, 6s. ^ ^ 

THE BR'V.UX (r. 8?v. fe. 

fiiiCiiWttM (RoiinMY A HUMAN 
TRI N i X V . .V « md Ck Ew . 6s, 

Mucatiljrlitati (S,l THE FOKTUXE OF 
CHRISTINA MACXAB, JwrMMWf/m. 
Cr* Sw. 

mii3«t(Lii«#N COLONEL EXBERBY’S 
WIFE. /'"mr/A Jid/itfln, Ck Bn% 6.f, 

A COimSEL OF PEKFEXTIONL .Y/w 
Mdiiim. Cr, Hfv* At. 

THE WaOES of sin. ririetnmSdmm, 
Cr. 6p#- ftf. 

THKCARISSIMA. P‘if/k fJ, O.Bm f^s, 
TBS GATELESS HARRIKH. r<mr/k iA/A 
Cr. Im <»i. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RIClfARH 
CALMAHY. A'rtmf/t Sdiiim, CrCdtuf, 6s. 
Sw also Books for Beys aad (lirk, 
rnmniMf^* w« 12.). 0IJVIA’SSUM,MKR. 

S 0 ts'md JSdiiim. fr. 8:?#, 4$. 

A LOST ESTATE. C/.fr#. 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. A NmvMdiimi, 

THE FAR LSI! NURSE. Fmrik Admrn. 

Cr. Iw. &. 

GRANDMA'S JANE. fV, BrA 6s, 

MRS. PETER HdWARlL Cr. &v&. Os, 

A WINTER'S TALE. A Mw Bimm, 
Cn Sr 'A 6,f. 

ONE ANOTHER'S BURBENS. A Am 
SSti0H. Cr. «w. 

ROSE AT HONEVPOT., ThW &l ^^Cr. 

$W* 6s. Sec also Bpoks L)r Boy» and inrls. 
THE MEMORIES OF HONALl) LOm 
Cn 8w. 6if, 

THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS, TMrd 
Mditiffm* Cr. Bm, 6s, 

THE SHEEP ANB THE GOATS m'rd 
Sdiiim, Cr. Srv. 6i. 

MwFlatt (CtiitrIe«X Auibor of *The 
Coktim.* GENKVRA. Smnd £dtiim, 
Cr, Bm, 4f. 

liiirtliCRIchart). 1’HK TWICKRNliAl^! 

, PEERAGE. Snmd Edftkn. f'r,Bv&. fo. 
trat MARQUIS OF , PUTNEY. Sigpmd 
kiiiim* Cr, Bm, 6i,, 

A liUEL. Cr Bm, 6s. 


; m THE 'SERVICE OF LOVE. 


~m£rd 


THE OIKL AND THE MIRACLE. 
TAtW Mditissi., Cr, Sm 6s, 

See also Shilling Ko¥els. 

Masaii (A* E» W*L Amlior of *TLe Foui 
FcaiWs/ etc. CLEI^IENTINA. Him. 
'Haled. SiemdBdiUon, CnBw. 6x, 
MatiiCfriCHelca), AuiLorof ^ Cornin' tliro* tiic 
%e.' HONEY. Fmrm Ed, Cf. Bm 4r. 
GRl FF OF GRIFFITH SCOURT. Cn 8w. 
6$, 

THE FERRYMAN. Seemd Eddim, Cr, 
8r#. 6x. 

T ALLV'HO I Emrik Mditlfm, Cr, 8w. 6 j. 
Mii*we!I CW. B.L Antbor of *Tlje Ragged 
hUmmr,* YiVIEN. MAsik MdiSim, 
Cr, 6y. 

THE RAGGED AiESSENGER. TAird 
Ediii&n, Cr, 8m 6s. 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. Bw, 6s, 
THE GUARDED FLAME. SmM MdA 
ihn, Cr, 8m 6f, 

'THE COUNTESS OF MAYBU.RY. Emrih 
■Edition.,' €r,Bty&, .6s, . 

ODD LENGTHS. SeemdEd. Cr, Bw, 6s, 
Mcffl.dlc(L# T*%-- DRIFT* .-.Sicmd '..Mditkn, 
'Cr. 8m 6s, 

RE.SURGAM. Cn Sm 6$, 

VICTORY. Cr.Bm, 6s, 

See also Books for Boya and Girls. 
Melton CABSAR^S WIFE. Seemd 
Ediiwftt,. Cr, Bvsi 6s, 

Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MV 
HEART. Cn Em 6s, 

Milter (Bsther). , LIVING UBS. TAird 
Edifion. Cr.Bvo. 6s, . 

*MI«» Molly » (The AtiiUor of). THE 
GREAT RiECO'NCILER. Cr, 8m 6s, 
MItford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER. Illustrated. StAik JEdMops, 
Cr. Bzfff. $s, 6d. 

■IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Tkfrd .Editim, Cr. Zpo, 6s. 

THE RED DERELICT. Smmd M'diUm. 
Cr, Sr**?. <Sjr. 

Montresor (B» F.), Autlror of *Into the 
Highways and Hedges/ THE ALIEN. 
Third Ediiim, Cn 8m 6s, 

Morrison (Arthtir). TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS, SrpsMk Editim, O.Sw. 6s, 
A CHI LD OF THE JAGO. Fi/fk Bditim. 
Cr* Bpo. 6s, 

CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. 8m 6s, 
THB HOLE IN THE WALL. Emrih £dE 
tipn, Cn 8m 6r, 

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8m 6s. 

Neshit IE.), (htrs. E. Bland). THE RED 
HOUSE Illustrated. EsmiA Editim 
Cn 8m, 6s, 

See also Shilling Novels. ^ 

NorrIsCW, E.), ' HARRY AND URSULA. 
SiSmd EdiiUm, Cr. 8*'^'#* 

OlUvant (ABred). OW 0 BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. -Ffurt 

'Mdliim* Cn Bm* 6st 
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Messrs. Mrtituen’s rATAi/KH’r 


flpfwiilicim fi;, 

Ml'N. /- 4 ^}Mfrh Cr.it't. 

l>»f!||tl««l Ijftllfll, Autlier of “B^rlw of 
(nan^ i^non/ AW Whk OF WEBS. 
^tlffiAPu f'*'- fiU 

INI' itAii- nr iiif. i^hsfRT* 

/ tif! *•«, Cr. h^, 

rKf)FI r I Ohx W**K ^ rtiT^C.phy 

/',*w*/(l K'.iut Cr ■''t'v <' % 

lilt WtiL Vi FloniiHHr. . 

liV II i! Corrn^n, J 


l>iilfiillarryK llVV^in KAV.\ rh^ ' 

./. t 'r . ,., •%, 

Pirker njllbert). BIEKHE AN'B 
PICOCI !’,» .V/jr/i / i/f .'■»>*(. n^’f, fV 

MBS, rALCinON, Cr.fjv^, 


1HI /{R \\ ‘t ATinX or A SAVAO.r 

/Vi/rJ / t.n, 

riih TKAir or iiik sworn. !skv>. 

trr4f'*fl. A'm''v AWiVS iw* 

WIILN VAI.MOXIH'AMI' ToroX'} 'I \C' 
Th« St,t5Y of a I, J KajrJem* ^ .t*''* 
/’Wi'/Ott. V>. Cr.?. /Si. 

AN adveniurer of Tin: NOf^rn 
The AdwRUaw uf ‘ISiity Fjrrre-. 
7 ’A/rA Cn Bri*. fv. 

THK SEA1-S OF TIIK Mir.nTY. Flu/- 

tiuKeiil* ihi^'wmik hifiifm* t'n ftn 

llir BAtTIK OF THE hlKHNCti . 
Rrtnwiire ot Twa ' 

AVA'rt MS/hm. Cr. -’r,A Ci. 

TIIK WMF or TiiK LAVI LETTER , 
Tkir.f MttyUfln. Cnir\% j\, M. j 

cM«o* TKK M'^vvrr rriT 
OF A ’IIIRONK* Elus^ttak’t,!* Thimi 
Cr. ^tif, 

I orriWN THKE KINO, Wijh llUtiOra. 
iiiiirt tty Frank 0^44 A/'U.I A. Farif.^un, 
Cf\ Bhi. fu , 

l%l|||^ltii IFJcn). EVINK PROrilFOr ; 

iHiroKi N onuiv Mfsr, /'f/u ' 

fM*f, CV, liT'A f'il, i 

TtIK IfEMAN now W'hff a • 

/•VOcVw C>. O, 

RONS OF 'iilK MOKNfNU. Smmd i 

fr, HfU t*‘r, ; 

I II K KIV1> K\ JJuui hiUhiflih t r, f-r. ' 
TIIK AMr4UrAN nOSONkH. /Sferi/i; 

MJiiim* Cn h^% hs. I 

TIIKFI'.CRET WOMAN, AV/AOr.w, ' 

tv*, tffr'?. ifM, 

K X« JL'K A'r A VENTURE. WiiE a Fm^su.* 
piece. 7 *Aird StfiiiM. Ct.hi\ &s, 

Fpurf^ Ed.. , 

rilK POACHkirS WIFE* SicmdEditim. | 

€r, Ss/tf, 6l. I 

Sftf, al» Shilling Kovels, 

Pfckttell (Atarmadpte)* SAID TOE I 
■ ; JISHkTRMANC Ed. " CnimF Cs. ' 
BRENBLE# Setimd EMii&m. Cr. Sm 6f, 
THE HOUSE Of ISLAM. TMrd £di* 
iim. Cr, 8w# &r, 


THE MA1,0'K iS| IHOY. /v-i/rM 

Mirii'kY i;AHi)i‘K ANO OTHtll 

STOKirS. Cr 'rwn fu. 

AlAjOR ^ f* '»rBLr\, //irf'r.r MSiirn. ') 

ir /,.f, 

Ninnon C,Vla«d Slfpfwyl* Anther of 'A '' 
I ,,4y fJ ^ -ib-iBtcr’s 

C-^M'-rlv/ rtf', i’llK l.KlIIANTrL 
Fi\ri‘T‘%A f 4 / 'A>/,H/, {■».«;.<?, A,. 
Rhjr» HlractO* TIIF WOOINU {}f 

'^Hl II \. .V, -'iii Oif. fu. 

Ridj^r (mAJYitl 10*0 .FKOBFKTY. 

I AtA'./H' i' r. •'m'. 

I Klk , S' 4 *td } a'ii , if? Of 0 ,1, txu 

A O'ty OF 1 Iff S I \ 1 1-„ AtcendEJUm, 

if'.,: , 1 . f i. 

A UK l.\K I! K C 3 r LA \V;A J AVa* AW/*Wi, 
Cr* ht><\ 'U, Kil 

MILO OMAlO lA'SINISA Il!u4r*tl«d, 

ft, /■ .A ,’an;, f ' I', ;|‘ >|rt. ft . 

-IXKFTAin TriEAVNk, M.IA (>. Hw. - 

tfj. 6T. 

It'ih WICK’HAMSF*?'. /CmFt AAV/#*, 

( A Sc a f 

KAMI; n|\ » lAHlAStK ?'^ird Emm, 

RfiliVf/x/ii. Ill THE HEART OF 
HILAra li N1 WOCIO. i.v.Cw/. 

Ryi«ll CIurkL MV OANMSH 

S tv 1' K i HI. A !•* T. IlhwtrileA E 0 k 
Sd’dien* C'#» Si >\ 

HIS IS'LA>?1) .PkINCFSS, llkiarat«4 

Sfi'md itVvCi#, Ct, 

AEANOOK i* IK S‘ff,nfnd /.difhiH Tn Kf.#, 6ft 
Scr }it|u3 lUvA , K'f Bayn ,intl Oiili. 
K«r|p4*jiti i i Ad ri ln« |* BARB A K A * S 

MONKV. tA hu 

riiic riOAORi'As tuv eac!iai!;i« o, 

I i ,l.Y cr 1 HE MOAT, Smmi 

iidSii'en, > , A #, !'it, 

nik rOMINi. l,tF 1|!K inNIKiLWW, 
Cr* Cw 
Sf«' .tKn ShplFiZ 

siwniwfi. IWJl I'llK MksY likClC, 
OkO.!'. 


S'Tf aho 

Niiellc^ i fl«rf hi i. k M »k K B V» CntHi £d. 


Nld^mkE Allr^dL Auuu^r ‘Cyp* 

UhcCs Wn 'i 1 1 1- K f N '-'M A N . With S 


Man’iRoekA TM'E 


raiTKWorr, stc^HdMd* Cnsm^s, 


liiu??* .(.lifins Ky C . /Vi/rrf /rtf. 

NopfiklwefiCAiberO. OEf r«sj A VAGA* 
IIOKi/'S* H, 

SanEyry «l«or««L 1111* II \ PENN V 
MIf I.IOKAIRK r». . r, .m. tul 
lJF4|yUwt(AkK A THAoEHY IN COM- 
MON FLAt E, Ai^enJld, Cr, Slrth bs, 
Walnetniw { ¥mll 1 SI L SONG OF TII E 
rUKfST. |S'. 8:.\ 6ft 
THE BAY OF lALiCS, SmuJ Editim* 
On St'A . 

Sec aliO Slulliujr N^n eK, 

WnltnakC.). THE ANCIENT LANII. 
MARK; 4 KeHl»tky R*wii*iih c. Or, i?'#, 
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n/atMii (li B* Rtorrtetti* ALABI/Mf? 

and EXCUKSIO*^^^.. C>. Er.'i\ 6s* 
CAPTAIN FORTITNIL TMrd Saifim, 
Cr, 8»« 

twisted eglantine. Wish 8 libs* 

^ fey Fkaijk CiiMC, 7'kinf 

Cr*Sr0^ ‘fi.u ' 

THE llintl TO'BV. ti Frmn$pkcti* 

Th'ri>^ C>* 

A 1^!ll>SrMMFR lfAY\K BREAM, 
fifiVi CmrMfrfl* 6.t. 

Sec Shiilfeu’ N’ov^.'fe'. 

Wells (li a,). THE SEA t/m\ Cn 
a?w. 

WevniartiSttttlcyi A\nb,i .rof ‘ A nealkin,i« 
ofb!” e/ I N GEE 1 JiK Kl- U ROEr 
Wiib IIUwiwti<'.fS fey ii G. U^wpviu.H. 
Bt /»/i- /’ A"! ^ 7' En !?r'/. f ,r. 

Wfilte (Stewart E.’fe Author <M‘' Tiw Blamed 
Trail} CC)X j I ‘ KOR ^ 1 lOUSE. , , A 

Romance of the i'ler Tiiul. - <ft £MHm, 

WWtcTpercyfe THE SVc;Tl:^f. mrJ 
murn. Cr* im. U, 

Williams (Alargeo). TilH UAR. Cn 

Sf/in C.f. 


, 1¥llll®iii«dtt CMr«. C. N4, Awilsw Qf *Tfae 
I Barnstormers.* THE ADVENTORE 
OF RRIHCESS SALVIA. Sm»d Edi* 
i/m* Cr, 

' THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cn Zm, 6s, 

: THT: .SEA CODED TELL. SecmdEdiUm, 

I ■"■CnSm ■ 6r. 

I THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

I Third kdiUm, Cn 8w. 6r, 

j PAPA. Cn Sm Bs, 

i WTEiarasoia (C. N. tisd A. «.). THE 
j LIGHTNING CDNDUCT'O'R : Bemg ilie 
1 Romance of a lifotor Car. Illustrated. 

Si'^'entigntk Editimu Cr. St'ifJ. tis. 

'• THE PRtMrKHS PASSES, nias^-rated. 

. sVintA i- iim, Cr, 8c*<?. 6jr. 

MVFlllENDTHE CHAwFFEUR, With 
, t6 lUiislrauon.'^. Ninth. Edii* Cr,Zm, 6 a\ 

. THE CAR OF TIESTINY AND ITS 
‘ EiRRAND IN SPAIN, FmrfkEdiiimi, 

Idiistrated. 

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
N'intth Ediiim, 'Cr. im, 6s, 

; THE BOTOR CHAPERON Emrih Ed. 
:Cr, BiJti. - 6s. 

i Wyilarde (Dolf), ' AutJhor of ,* Uriah' i the 
i Hhtite.’ THE PATHWAY OB' THE 

; PIONEER (Nous Autrcs)« Eourih 

Edittm, Cr, Bv^* 6r, 




Aiitiiftf * Mii« Bldliy 
RECONCILER. 

Ealtottr (Andrew). \‘KNGh.\NCL LS 
MINE. 

TO ARMS. 

||ariiii|*'«1oiiW (SO. M Tt S. criG ;EN VEK 
OB’ITJBGh.NV|u?L 
IIOMITIA. 

the lOtitBISlIKRS. 

CHRIH OF At.L SOR 1 S. 

■■ |)ARTAlt)nR'1l>VL'LS. ' ^ ' 

Barlow (Jape), 

.|'ROM,_ TIJE. B.ASi, U.NIO , 

A cMkFX OF IRISH SrORSliS. 
the I'OUNHING ilF JUKI I NFS. 

TIIK LAND OF TIIK Ml AM ROCK. 

Barr (Robert). nlwi? hVFN 

Bartram (Oeoff « ). 11 i i H I L kS h\ LN - 

INGS, 

Benson fE. F,). -'‘'O'-w or'Dooo-' THE 

Bowles (0.*'stewart). A STRETCH OFE’ 

THE LAND. 

BriikLEmma). THE PORT’S CHU.K. 

Bullock (Stwn li). THBl BAR Rib. 

THE CHARMER. 

THE SQlTIREENy„^,„,, 

THE RkD LEAGUERS. 

ElirtOE (Jo Eloitiideile). 1 HE CLASH 
OF ARMS. 

DENOimCED* 

FORTUNE ’S MY FOFL 
A BRANDED NAME. 


MetMien’s ShilMag Novels 

Cr, Sw. CWM, is, ftef, 

the great 


AT A IVINTKR'.S 


THE BAPTIST 


15. 

i CapeS' .(Bernard)* ■ 
j FIRE, ■ ; ■■■ 

• Chesney (Weatlierby). 

RING. . 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. 

! THE FOUNDERED GALLEON, 

; lOHK TOPP* 

; THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

‘ Clifford (EXss W. K.). A FLASH OF 
I SUMMEiL 

> Cofeh* Thf>nia». A CHANGE OF FACE. 

‘ CnHtegweod (Harry)* THE DOCTOR 
OF THE* JULIET.* 

Cornferd (L. Cejw), SONS OF ADVER- 
HITY. 

’ Cotterell (Constance). THE VIKCtN 

’ and the scales. 

, Crane (Stephen). WOUND.S IN THK 
RAIN. 

1 Danny (C* . E*.)*... THE ..ROM. A.NC.E , OF.: . 
UPFOLD IMANOR, 

' Bickinmn (Evelyn). THE SIN OF 
. ANGELS. ^ ^ 

! Dickson (Harris). THE BLACK WOLFS 
i BREED. 

I Dancan (Sara J.); THE POOL IN THE' 

! ' 'DESERT ' -iv-'-v'' 

i A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION, lllus- 

1 EmbMefC. P.). A HEART OF FLAME. .; 
i FennTaT'MnnvUle). AN ELECTRIC 

’ cpAtjir. 

' A boUElje KNOT. 


l1 


!SIe$srs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


PteiteHiar CJ«»« ^ 0AUCIHT Eli Of ' 

SIRiFR. 

m.l MORE ' 

i 

Pltlftto*? <J. S.,i MARCH. 

Lucian THE imEAMfH. 

m. B4* .SWOED or 

MMAU. 

FratfclilM. H.% ERIK. 

mimilmh EICKEEBV'S rotiv. 
Oiririi TIIINOF tITM 

HAVlil liAl'EENKD. 

THE CON^CKST fiF lON'IRm, 

THE SUPREME CRIME, 

<l»«lirlillC». Mtfrruy). WILLOWHE AK I 
gtewlil# rnmm*). THE DESPATCH 
RIDER. 

THE KI..OOF BRIDE. 

THK INCAS TKFASURE. 
OtriiwCJiillefi?. MRS. CEVDf. 
WORLD’S pkopi.p:, 

llliis m, f.L THE REDE MPTfON Of 
|)AVI!> CORSON. 

MY STEWARIR 

miImw. gx jair the apostate. 

fc>it«st)» AfARV HAM II * 

Miirri»»ta IMm. llurttwi)* A PRINCtCSS 
OF T H E H t LES. I 

CL). THE SINCyEK OF M ARLV. 

the* MISSISSIPPI 

bOiiblk. 

IMri. CitIlyttE ANNE MAUEK- 

IClWry (C.P>>. THK lOWRNAMST. 
Kmy (Ptortnc* I’loehl. WITH HOOPS 
OP STEEL 

|jK»f(M4M (V.1 and Itournc (C. H.l 
THE yAtr.KY OF IKHKKlTANl-K. 
Uudaa (Attttlaj. A WOMAN OF SKNTI. 
MKNT. 

IU>rtM«r (N«rnwy. JOSIAH « WIFK. 
LaMhtClMirtaaK.K THK AVTOCRATS. 
MMNmmII (Ann«). THE STORY Ok 
TKRKSA. 

WtoimUi (HlwroM). THK PHPPKT 

Crown 

THE VOICE 

IN the: desrrt. 

mmwk pIchur^L THE SiiEH AND 
THE UNSEEN. 

OAtHEREa 
A ..METAAIORPHOSIS., ..., 

MARVELS AND MYSTE:ElEa 
BOTH SIDES OF THE VRia 
liirriillfJ.'WaK THE CYNIC AND THE 

iteltfA CL. T.>. RESUROAM, ' 

CAikttL LOVE IN A LIFE. 
THE RNIGHT fUMC* 


A DAUOHmii Of ; 


IIMK AND Tii 
AUKI* IIKTHIAI 
FORTUNE’S MR.' 


N®rrl« CW; "tl , I. ■ ■ ■ ■ AW ' tXTAVK ' ' ' ' ' , 

MATTHEW AUSTIN. '' 

the: DILSPmiC LADY,, "■ „ 

OlteliMt (Mr«D. THF I.ADY’S WAtlt 

SIR E0.iifeR.,r’s miiivnB. . 

THE TWO MAKV’S, 

Ld. aw KNCLISHMAE' 
Ikwiy iMri. I'mwlK A MIXED MAl. 
Adi. 

mm). THE STRKIIO 
ILiNCy'i%aEi;V, 

Prvtt nHcMrd). II ME AND Tii 

UuMAN.,,, . * 

Ritfwl«li Ll«ls»t. AUNT IIKTHIA’S 
HUTTON. 

R«v*ii«4 Waittrt. FORTUNE’S MR.' 
f 1 1 NTT 

««y»er iDilwHrottT KOSALIiL 
I Whysillriictl. THK IHVKRTLD ¥1^ 
LACaE- , 

RIcRtrl fEilltitE OUT OF THE CYPRESS; 
SWAMP, 

' RolMirloiiTM.ILI* A4;ALLANTQ!JAICgfc'’' 
, Riiinwili I WE Clark). ABANDOKED. 
Sattiideri Ull«r«liaHK ROSE k CilA^'' 
IJT'IEJ. ' } 

' Serftnwif lAdtllftfU ACCUSED ANt 

fHH!lARA’« Mnxr Y. ■ 

THK ITNTIfrSTAST..;. ' 

A nUI.' •» I** 1 4 Hi It* 

THE LOVE^TIIAT. OVERCAME. 

THE M\^Ti K OF HEECIIWOOIL 
rWDl'.R EUsTli ION. 

THE VFJ.LOW JMAMOND. , 

THE MYSTERY'’ OF THE, MOAT. 
Sliaaaaa |W. ILL j!M TWKLVIiJi 
SkplifiiiiH. NO. ANKNEMVOrtal 

RiKH. ,T 

Strairt HL ILK EI.MsLirs I'lMAC,; MET 
Strlaftrl ArlliiirL 1 liKSILVER pcom 
Sliiar* rHRlSTALLA, '( 

A WDM \N OK FtIRTV. 

Satitertead illiictiMi #11. ONE IIODR’’ 
and 'ITIE NI-.X'T 

SwiwiiArtitW. LOVE CROWN COLmu 
S wift C Ik wlimlii). ?iiW DO N. 

SIREN CTTV, 


fMmqmny iMr*. II. M.,1. ;,T1iE:.KOYAL 
QUAKim, 

Tkmpma (Viiic#). SPINNERS of 
Life, 

Trtffari^Tattaten .SILfNf ' 

’ DOMINION. 

' iJpwttr*ICAIIeiiL ATHELSTANE FORD/. 
Waitttwatt H*awlL A HEROINI FIO 

riNLAKa 

BY A FINNISH LAKE, 

Walf#ii IM. B. THE SICU 

OF iiAPfV .CliAB.CIt 

TALKS OF DUNSTABLK W»t 
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Books for Boys and Oirls 

Cmma Sm $s, 6 d» 

fm Gettwo Wfaa. op DotoTH?. By M«, | Bvn Bmtrou t Of, f!i« Boy who troiiM «ot p 
W. K» ClifTonf* Sicmd By 0. Mariville Feorii 

Owtv A Ci?aii»*R«x,(M Dt>G» By Ediiih E, j The Re» Gkakgk. By Mr«, Motewortli. 

Cttlbeli* ! A GiRL ot the BKOfLE* By i. T» 

The Doctor of the Juliet, By Harry s Siemtd Ediitmi 
Colli newoiwl. I Ifewy Gifw, By L, T. Mf aile. u» fA 

tiTTiM r«TKiL By Liicas Maki* SitfmJ Tii« IfoNdiuRABiK Misa, By B,. T# Meside. 

& 7iim . ' 1 Srei^mi £A 

Mastek Rockafru^^w*'^ VoYAnr. By W, There was ojsce a Fw^cr* By Mw. M, E, 
Clark R«*4K‘1}. Tkini Sdliim, | Maori.' 

Thb Sv.cmr or Maoame ok Mohluc, By Arnol*? comes Home. ByMr&M. E* 

thfif A«thc)f of'* McilKv MorL" ^ Manrj, 


Act^. 

Tub Adventures oe Captain Fampmile. 
A«au»y. 

The Bird or Fate. 

The Black Tulip. 

The Castle of Eppstkln, 

Catiishine Blum, 

T«K CiiEYAUEft F/Harmfktal. Double 
volume. 


The Novels of Alexandre Dansas 

Prii'0 fwi DmMi P'&imtms,, tt* 

Hi^iAne de Chayerkv, 


Being the firif part 
of the Regent’s Daughter. 

Lolhse us la ¥all£&r«. Being the first 

g ttt of The VicoMTE db Braorlomhe. 
ouble Volume. 

MaItre Adam, 

The Man in the Iron Mask, iking 
the second part of The Vicomte be 
Bragelonhe. Double volume. 

The -Mout m ■■'oe Hell. . ' 


Chicot th« Jestib, Being the first part of ! Hanon. Double volume. 


The I Aliy of Monsore&u. 

-Conscience, 

T«e Convict’s Son. 

T«k Corsican Brotiirrs i ami Otho the 
A»chm. 

Croi’-Eaijed Jacquot. 

Tm« Fencing Jkf aster, 

FKEMANOa. 

0 A®E«L LaMIRKT* 

‘ GKORGESv 

Tmk Great Massacrk. Being the first part of 
Queen Margot. 

Henri de N avarrr, Being the second part 
of Queen Margot, 


Paoune; Pascal Bruko; and BoNimoE, 
PfeRE La Roine. 

The Prince of TiimvES. 

The Reshniscekces of Antony, 

Robin Hoop. 

The Snowball and StrLTAKETTA. 
.Sylvanbirb., 

Tales of the ScrERNATURAt.. 

The Three AIoskf.tekirs. ^ With 
latrodnciioa by Andrew Lang, 
volume, ■ ' 

Twenty Years After* Double wtowe. 
The Wild Duck Shooter. 

The Wolf-Leader. 


a long 
Double 


Methues’s Sixpennv Books 


AI&anc»I(B. M4- 

Awfliwi CJawte}# 

■ 'JUDICE. 


LOVE ANT) T OtllSA. 
FHIDK ANr5» FRK* 


EiiMtCRiciiarib A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Barfewr (Andrew), BY STROKE OF 
SWORl\ 

Earlwr-Ooiilil CS.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOEMI. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES, lllmtrated. 

little: tutenny, 

THE FROBISHERS. 

WINEFRED. 

«krr CRobert)* JENNIE BAXTER, 
' lOlTRNAUST. 

IN THE MIDST OF AL.ARaMS. 

THE COUNTBiaS TEKLA. 


J THE MUTABLE hfAKY. 
iPensPiKE. F.L DODO. 

! SHIRLEY. 

Brownell (C. L*), THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. 

Burton (A* Bloundell©)* ACROSS THE 
SALT SEAS. 

Calfyn (Mrs). , C lota ANN E M AULE- 
VERER. 

thp: lake of 


Ca^^^^ernard). 

W. 


K.). A FLASH OP 


Clifford (Mrs. 

SUMMER, .. 

MRS. KEITH’S CRIME. 

Corbett 0“Han>. A BUSINESS IN 
, OEEAT WATERS* 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.L PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS.' 

A STATE SECRET. 



JOHANNA, A MRTAMOMPHOSIS, 

fcit« CAiirti#rt)* , Tim vmon 

l>ANi E H',trTK I Mutlitrt (IWtiik tU iX EV, 

I>iyii fA* HOitND THE EEH s ORIFF 0\ ORirr H IISCorRI . 

CamR ! SAM’S SWEETHEART, 

ttiiticiiw fS«f« A VOYAfiK i YI#«i»S« I'Mru, I,.-, TO* f^TiFT. 

\ rnmmdmtftmmf. Tin mono? the 

TIIO^T Ht LIGHT rru AAIFElf<'A.\’<. ’ hPtlMU. 

KUnt (tJenrfe). IHR Mil ). ON T MK ■ Mefltf»*«rfF. 1 .1. THKAMra 

Al*5trrlji4ii!i lAiTlwo, llllv MOl.f. IN 

rmutw fJi»fi» n.\ rnr. mthn ,, Tim^:wAi.K 

ORA’k ^ i M* lULt,4mT- U , Hll RIG lintel., 

ciniton (toml EirRrRi-As nn i ’sswri^cw. iw iiis ok U'k. 
l|«»RdMMfi,l t KANOuRH. 'HI hS INRII LW 

MARV |{AR1<:jX. 'i HK CRLI'M'I of 7 HV i I'H’NTY, 

HOK T !l A X I » SOI* r>L LOk1> 1 70-*\ A, !•' 1 1 , 

Herurd liotv M \TET ; MAT 1 H I A \ ? *^<. 1 1 V. 

MONV J’LAKISSA I \:Uir,s\ 

THh a‘\un^>T or r<*r\ro:'r uu. i -ua*'- walk. 

MADE or 'OR Run L i * tuKirKI, 

lll«lll|r(ll#iW'f€). THF TOWN TRAVEL, ' THE EKODJuAI .S. 

lEiC J 0p|>enli«liw HR HlillllpiR J\L\STER OF 

THE CROWN or I IFIL ' AlFN. 

tilMVlIte O-rntitL THE iNCA'- S>«rkfr Hllll>erts, 7 HK POMIM7F THE 

TRIL-LSi;*KF, , LA\II L I 11. S, 

THE KLOilf BRIBE. , Win K VALMi »\l*CAMl' TO RONTlAC. 

(iltif (ClMrleiR HI NTFirS CKriSK THE TRAIL Of Till' SWORO 
arlmiw iTtie BmiktmX Pcmlitrtfm flVIftiX IJiL !' ( HlTSTKES 

rAiiR7" TALfs, . nr A 1 imr.iN'T . 

H®pt ( AWti*i**vL A MAN OF MARK, . I CROWN 1 III L KING, 

A change or AIK. l>liilllK»n« iFdmX 1 HE HITMAN BOV, 

THE rilRONlCLFS OF COFN I , CHILBRI'N oi' IHL-MI hT 
ANTONIO. *01 THE WI-iriT; WfH.n 

PIIRO.Si). i RMsrcOV.PettL A SON orTIIF STATE. 

TilK BOLI.V IHALOGLES. T-UST EKon.'Icrv, 

Hprimut IE, W.)* BFAO MKK TFT.!, tH'ORGF AXU THE GENERAL 
NO 7 ALES. RhimIMWL A MA'RKIACIE AT 

lugraliatii »LK THE I’llftONK Or SEA, ^ ^ 
f>AVI!\ fAKANBONFll 

l.«Bw«p*^WA 1 HKintNCHlUCK OF i MV HANLII >WI' LTilKAKL 
WEKTMINSTFK, ^ HLS ISLANfl rRlKCl-NS, 

ICO. THE TKAITOir.s ^ S«rg«ttt fAiSclIrtt^ 1'HI% MASTER OF 

WAY. 5 #;rciiwooir 

Lliitim (I2. LvnfiK THE T?UTF Hl.s H\KHAR i''- V 
I'ORV OF jOsHLA BAVIONIN. THE YFLtfiW 01 \MnMX 

IHHuriCK VAITJHAW I THE IXIVK THAI OVEMCAME. 
«alet(Liiica*V THE CARIS^'IMA. . Niirtiwfi H.r HANOI LY CROSS. 

A COHNSEL OF FERFKCHION. I iKu%«raf«l 

Mantt mri. M. IL), um. FFTEK j A!Ig RPCWGE'S MDirriKH tOlllL 

HOM'ARIV I lilwimtrL. 

A LOST ESTATE- ASIC MAMXIA, WuUmn-X 
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